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FOREWORD 

" Camerado, this is no book, who touches this 
touches a man," sung Whitman of his poems. 
To touch that Cosmic Man in the Heart of Demo- 
cracy, whom Whitman celebrated in his verse, 
whom he himself was, whom Jesus the carpenter 
was, is the theme also of this work. Using the 
same material of the common hfe and experience 
which they embodied in parable and poem, I 
have endeavoured to work out in a commer- 
cial environment the faith and philosophy of the 
Cosmic Man, the Real Christ. The Real Christ 
is the Real Self of every being growing into con- 
sciousness through the life and struggle of the race. 
This struggle in which we are all engaged must 
continue till that Self is fully realised, till the Son 
of Man, the true Superman, is lord and master 
of all. 

Prior to this undertaking I had worked out for 
my own delectation a philosophy of War, which 
gave me the key to what Nietzsche sought in his 
Idea of the Higher Man, but never rightly found. 
By his doctrine of the Will, Schopenhauer had 
enabled me to realise the struggle of life in its 
manifold forms as the struggle of Ideas ; and from 
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Spencer I had learned to associate that struggle 
with the constructive principles of social evolu- 
tion. But it was from the study of Carpenter's 
"Art of Creation" and Bucke's "Cosmic Con- 
sciousness," with their philosophy of the three 
stages of consciousness, that the ultimate goal of 
the cosmic struggle took definite shape in my 
mind. I saw that neither the Will to live of 
Schopenhauer, or the Will to power of Nietzsche, 
is the Ultimate, that the Will to Love of Whitman 
the poet, of Jesus the carpenter, of all the pioneers 
of the true Democracy, is the Ultimate Will of the 
Cosmos. 

The plan and scope of the present work would 
not permit of any detailed application of its prin- 
ciple of Self-realisation to practical problems and 
policies. Thus, in dealing with the problem of 
conditions, I have demonstrated that the ideal of 
Socialism is identical with the ideal of Individual- 
ism, but I have not put forward any clear and 
definite proposition of the manner in which these 
warring principles can be reconciled. By what 
force and inspiration of the Will, by what forms 
of social and economic readjustment that end 
can be attained, I purpose to make the subject of 
my next work, which will be called "The Social- 
ism of the Real Christ." 

R. G. 
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IN THE HEART OF 
DEMOCRACY 



CHAPTER I 

THE WHARF 

" I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 
And what I assume you shall assume, 
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you." 

— Walt Whitman. 

"The world is my Idea." — Schopenhauer. 

Not to the sounds and sights of nature shall I 
introduce you, but to the sounds and sights of 
man ; not to hill and wood, to grass and flowers, 
to the open sea and sky, but to paved streets, to 
dingy buildings, to the toil and moil of a city's 
strife. And because these are the common facts 
of experience they will serve our purpose better 
than any other experience. For the real and the 
ideal are made of the self-same stufF. There is no 
real fact I shall represent which is not also an 
ideal fact. 

A tall six-storied building stands on the banks 

■ A 
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of the Thames ; the flowing tide and slimy mud- 
banks are on one side, the other is enclosed by 
an old-fashioned house, beneath which a double 
gateway leads out into a busy street. 

Here a dozen of us — masters, men, clerks — work 
together for a living, from day to day, from week 
to week, from year to year. Whether I be master 
or man, organiser or organised, is of small moment : 
I represent that which is common to all. 

Our business is to store corn. Barges are sent 
to the docks and loaded, by gangs of dusty 
labourers, from the great cargo steamers which 
have brought their thousands of tons over the 
seas from Russia, America, Egypt, Turkey, and 
other lands of fame. The deeply laden barges are 
locked out of the dock into the river, and come 
swinging up on the flood tide, navigated by the 
oars of lightermen or ploughing behind a tug. A 
strong rope or chain ends their career, and they 
are moored under the wharf, grounding on the soft 
mud as the tide falls. 

The corn is bushelled into sacks which are hung 
on a chain, and hoisted by the gas-engine to the 
upper floors. As it is shot into bulk the river 
breezes sweep through the open doorways and 
broken windows, catching up clouds of dust and 
spreading a thick carpet over the surrounding 
scene. On the land side the corn is delivered into 
vans. The carmen drive up and place their orders 
in the office. They back their vans up the gateway 
and load them up as we turn the sacks down on 
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to the shoot. Working in the dust, in heat and 
cold, in the low dark floors, weighing, trucking, 
carrying, bushelling, with dust in the eyes, in the 
throat, on the face, on the clothes, such is the 
life of labour in a London corn wharf. 

Why do I represent these common scenes of 
toil, these types of drab humanity, the same through- 
out the ages ? This old greyhaired carman who 
moves with rigid limbs, who has laboured all his 
life and must labour to the end ; the strong and 
lusty workers who love their beer, who worship 
the idea of the athlete, of the rowing man, of the 
fighting man. No less in these types and sur- 
roundings than in any others there is the Self and 
its affiliations. No less here than elsewhere can 
we seek and find the quest of all the ages. 

Why do I represent this common dust, these 
common elements of earth and air and water ? 
It is the same stuff of which all the heroes and 
common people have been formed, which they 
have used inside and outside their bodies through- 
out the ages. It has served the purposes of their 
good and evil desires, of their pain and pleasure, 
their sorrow and happiness, as it is now serving 
our purposes. 

If I represent these common types of humanity, 
corn porters, lightermen, clerks, masters, travellers, 
merchants and the like, it is not to prove our 
separateness, but to prove our identity, our common 
heritage in the race life. We have travelled together 
a long, long journey, remembering little of its 
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incidents ; and we still have a great way to go, a 
way of which we must gain more knowledge. 

As I come on the electric car in the morning, 
as I walk over the bridge and along the embank- 
ment, I mingle with the streams of people hurrying 
to their work ; the full-grown men and women, the 
youths and maidens, the well dressed, the ill dressed, 
the old and wizened faces, the young and bloom- 
ing faces ; some cycling swiftly by, some trudging 
afoot. If we only knew what infinities lie in these 
common forms of men and women ; the endless 
chain of causality behind and before, stretching 
back through the cells of sex to an infinite past, 
and going forward through the cells of sex to an 
infinite future ; the arch of a neck, the glint of an 
eye, the irresistible impulses which draw together 
the youth and maiden, which transfigure each in 
the eyes of the other with the ideal reminiscences 
of the race consciousness, which epitomise in 
every mother the long journey of life, the single 
cell, the many cells cohering together, the fish, the 
animal, the man, and all the modifications of savage 
and civilised life ; the rich, the poor, the healthy, 
the diseased, the weak, the strong, all springing 
from the common stock, all pressing towards the 
common goal. What myriad births and deaths, 
what loves and thoughts and labours have gone to 
the making of these lives ; for what myriad births 
and deaths, for what loves and labours, are they 
now preparing ! 

Not only the inner but the outer facts of life and 
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destiny are contained in the cells of sex. This 
thought which I give you, which you give me, 
was so contained. The streets, the houses, the 
bridges, the whole material and spiritual content of 
the city was so contained. 

Though drab and uneventful seems the daily task 
— trucking, shooting, weighing, running up and down 
stairs, giving orders, receiving orders, hurrying up the 
work, listening to the talk of carmen, of labourers, 
of business men, absorbing the ideas of the common 
people, of the common life — yet when we remember 
the creative forces which underlie them, we see 
that these little insignificant facts are even more 
important in the working out of life and destiny, 
than the loud-sounding events which are blazoned 
over the earth. The rhythm of limbs and muscles 
as we work together, the reaction of the internal 
force upon the external force, the character and 
idea of each individual worker, the choice of 
adjectives, the smutty sexual talk, the jokes and 
laughter — a Schopenhauer would see here in the 
monotonous round of toil, in the blind acceptance 
of the Will to Live, a perfect demonstration of 
the truth of his pessimistic theory. A Whitman 
would see just as clearly a perfect demonstration 
of the joy and proniise of existence. Behind all 
the expressions of the individual consciousness he 
would see the real body, the real self of the 
worker, an integral part of the cosmic whole. 

The general characteristic of labour is its irre- 
pressible optimism. Physically it has borne the 
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burden and heat of the day of civilisation, but it 
has escaped much of the mental strain. Pessimism 
is for the cultured, the well fed, the well clothed. 
These rugged, dusty workers are full of the healthy 
lust for life and enjoyment, as far as they can obtain 
it. At meal-times they come trooping down the 
ladder-like stairs and repair to the bar or the coffee- 
shop, as their tastes may dictate. When the work 
allows there is a free exchange of chaff and banter, 
discussions upon the weather, politics, police news, 
and current topics. The more frivolous indulge in 
an occasional can-can, or burst into the refrain of a 
music-hall ditty. 

The casual worker is the primitive man of our 
civilisation. Like the primitive hunter, he roams 
the wilds of hiodern industry and takes things as 
they come. The prospect of a day's work and a 
few shillings makes him happy in the present, and 
unmindful of the past and the future. Even the long 
line of unemployed and unemployable who stand 
down the street opposite, waiting their turn for the 
Church Army shelter, accept the Universe as they 
find it, and smoke their pipes stoically in the cold 
and the wet. 

The latest and greatest discovery in the science 
of bacteriology is the microbe of worry which is 
closely allied in structure and function to the 
microbe of getting-on. The brain of the organiser, 
in our complex civilisation, is the special field of its 
operations. It preys with equal avidity upon the 
heart and brain of the poor devil who is successful. 
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and of the poor devil who is unsuccessful. Its 
progress is marked by the ever-increasing expendi- 
ture upon lunatic asylums. As I answer the ring 
of the telephone bell, and the worried inquiry of the 
merchant about his oats, I can feel the deadly bacilli 
at work in the brain of the questioner. 

But even a London corn wharf can supply a 
haven of refuge from the toils of labour and busi- 
ness, from the demon of getting-on. While the 
work is slack, or in the dinner-hour, I climb up the 
steep stairs, push open the little door, and step out 
on the flat roof into the fresh air and the sunshine. 
Instinctively one seeks the highest point of the 
landscape and the highest point of consciousness 
to obtain the widest view. 

From the broad leaden roof, bounded by a low 
parapet, I look upon a scene which ancient Rome 
or Athens in the height of their power and splen- 
dour could not rival in significance, though they 
might far surpass it in beauty : the wide expanse of 
water which rises and falls with the sea ; the gulls 
riding on the surface or wheeling in the air, suggest- 
ing something of the free unfettered powers of 
nature amid the works of man ; the bridges which 
span the river, crowded with hurrying figures, with 
carts and 'buses and motors, with the moving 
pageant of the city's life. And the manifold struc- 
tures of brick and stone, of wood and iron — what 
did they signify to the hands and brains that shaped 
them, to the eyes that now look upon them, to the 
millions of beings who inhabit them ? 
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I see the church over the water, adjoined by 
the churchman's palace, the centre of organised 
religion. I see the Parliament Houses at the end 
of the street, with the great tower standing out 
clearly against the blue sky, with the flag at the 
summit fluttering in the breeze. I see the seven 
great blocks of hospital buildings in red brick and 
stone, filled with the victims of disease and accident. 
I see the picture-gallery which stands amid barracks 
and model dwellings where the grim old prison 
stood, and the elementary school surrounded by 
narrow courts and alleys. 

Each of these structures has its own meaning 
and significance ; but more expressive of the age 
than the church, than the Parliament Houses, than 
the temple of Art, are the potteries, the breweries, 
the engineering works belching forth smoke from 
their tall chimneys. Wherever the brute mechanical 
is harnessed to the will of man, in the gas-works 
with their huge reservoirs (from which so many 
scenes of human interest are lighted), in the 
hydraulic power-station, in the electric light works, 
in the flour-mills, there rises the incense of worship 
to the ruling Spirit of the Age. 

From the hills in the North to the hills in the South 
the heaven of commercialism and the hell of com- 
mercialism is ample and complete ; and to fathom 
its height and its depth were to measure the life that 
is lived in the palatial hotels along the Embank- 
ment, in the residential flats, in the tall blocks of 
offices, in the grimy slums with their grimy inmates, 
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that cluster round about the Parliament Houses, 
the old Abbey, and the new Catholic Cathedral. 

What range of vision could take in this infinity 
of life and expression, the homes of wealth and of 
labour, that stretch away on either hand beneath 
the haze of smoke ? Yet this is the city of my 
Idea and of your Idea, though we are but atoms 
of consciousness in the midst of a boundless sea. 
To touch upon the creative energy behind one 
thought, behind one form, is to touch upon the 
reality behind all thought and all forms, behind 
these solid blocks of masonry, behind the forms 
and faces of the men and women in the street. 
To see one fact in its true proportions were to see 
all facts in their true proportions ; to fully inter- 
pret the meaning of your common life and experi- 
ence were to interpret the meaning of all life and 
experience. 

What is matter that it should baffle me, that it 
should hide from me the form of that which it 
really is ? that I should ever see, yet see not, that 
I should ever hear, yet hear not, the sounds and 
sights of this great city ? Is it that which I tread 
under my feet ? Is it that which I assimilate into 
my body, which bears upon my limbs and muscles 
as I work at my daily task ? Is it the brown eyes 
of the schoolgirl on her way to school, the sunshine 
and the rippling water that reflects it, the iron 
barges that float upon it, the myriad changing 
forms of nature and of man and his desires ? 

What is the reality behind these expressions ; 
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what mighty Will is this within and axfi^nd me for 
ever shaping out the forms of life ? 

The scientist goes forth to question the universe 
through the outer senses. He questions the ele- 
ments of the earth, of the air, of the water. He 
questions the stars. He questions all forms of 
life, on the earth, in the air, in the water. He ques- 
tions the fossil in the rock, the bones in the cave. 
He questions the living body and brain of man, his 
diseased and healthy conditions, and to every ques- 
tion he finds a relative answer. But ever there lies 
the question beyond — which he cannot put to the 
outer world — the question of himself, the questioner. 

He is overwhelmed and dazzled by the idea of 
matter, by the knowledge which comes through 
the brain and the outer senses. He is convinced 
that that which is within himself is identical with 
that which lies outside himself. As he studies the 
physiology of the brain, as he cuts up frogs and 
dissects the bodies of worms, as he experiments 
with the brains of living dogs and studies the life 
of the embryo, he dreams he is solving the riddle 
of the universe. He notes the reactions of ganglia, 
of brain-stuff, in birds and animals ; he unravels 
the complex mechanism of their organs of sense ; 
he observes throughout the presence of the same 
chemical and magnetic affinities which affect him- 
self. But he rounds not the cosmos of his own 
idea ; he comes not back to the port whence he 
started on his voyage of discovery, where alone the 
answer to all his questions awaits him. 
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The idealist goes forth to question the universe 
through the inner vision. He looks a little way 
into the Self ; he also sees that that which is within 
the Self must be identical with that which is without 
the Self. He is overwhelmed by the idea of Mind, 
by the knowledge which comes through the inner 
vision. He sees there is nothing less than himself, 
than the makings of himself in all the universe ; he 
refuses to recognise the existence of matter. 

We will take them both at their word, accepting 
the realism of the realist and the idealism of the 
idealist as far as they go. We will demonstrate that 
the real and the ideal are made of the self-same 
stuff ; and, putting aside the arguments of idealism 
and materialism, will see only the one Fact which 
unites and destroys those arguments. "Thou art 
that," said the Indian mystic to his pupil, pointing 
to the solid bodies around him, and seeing there 
what modern materialism cannot see because of its 
remoteness from matter. For he who looks only 
through the outer vision does not see the forms of 
matter — he sees only a filmy theory of his own 
brain, apart from the blue sky, from the clouds, 
from this leaden roof, from his own beating heart. 
And he who looks only through the inner vision 
neglects the most fruitful field for the investigation 
of mind. Not till these twain, the Real and the 
Ideal, conceive together in the soul of man can it 
bring forth the truth and beauty of the universe. 

Far up the river, by many pleasant meadows, 
woods and villages, there is a city of colleges and 
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spires where they train the minds and bodies of 
young men ; where they study Plato in the Greek. 
Not within the precincts of those venerable colleges, 
with their pleasant quadrangles and gardens, in 
the interlude of athletics ; but here in the heart of 
Democracy, amid the common scenes of life and 
labour, where it has a greater meaning and sig- 
nificance, is the real test of the philosophy of Ideas. 
Here we will study Plato at first hand, in plain 
English. In every concrete fact we will seek its 
abstract meaning, the eternal Idea in the changing 
form. We will see with him that there is no fact 
which is mean and despicable, but only our idea 
of it which is mean and despicable. Not science 
only, but the most opaque and materialistic pheno- 
mena of commercialism, which spread around me, 
must yield before the light of the Idea, as solid 
substances are rendered transparent in the light of 
the X-rays. 

Plato represented the abstract form of the Idea, 
but he was unable thoroughly to root his thought 
in the concrete material forms of the earth, to see 
the Idea upspringing in "hair and filth," in the 
common facts of experience. Only the permea- 
tions of thought in the ensuing ages have made 
this possible. 

Schopenhauer saw the other side of the Idea, 
the Will, the desire that impel its manifestation. 
He saw in earth and air and water, in the manifold 
forms of the will to live, in the fruit and flower of 
abstract thought and emotion, the One Will, the 
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One Idea, made manifest. He made the Platonic 
Ideas accessible from the material side, from the 
side of modern science. He helped to discover 
the key to the Heart of Democracy, though he 
himself was unable to effect an entrance, but spent 
his days outside in the gloomy halls of pessimism. 
To give to the docrine of Ideas a truly cosmical 
meaning it is just as necessary to represent the 
Idea of houses and tools, of pots and pans, of 
chains and barges, as it is to represent the abstract 
Ideas of the soul. For it is only through our con- 
crete experiences that we arrive at a knowledge 
of the abstract. The point at which desire starts 
is the point where mind and matter meet and 
flow into expression ; the concrete desires into 
their concrete forms, the abstract desires into 
their abstract forms. Branching out from the very 
simplest expressions of the Will to Live, the root 
desires of hunger and sex supply the dynamic 
energy for the evolution of the countless forms of 
life, for the evolution of the human Idea. The 
Will, the desire, is formless and void till its counter- 
part the Idea gives form and expression to it. 
Through the interplay of the nutritive and repro- 
ductive forces is generated the outer impact, the 
struggle for life which stimulates the growth and 
expression of the inner form, the Idea. Having 
sustained the evolution of the lower forms of life, 
still do these root desires keep the heart of humanity 
throbbing with the ever-creative Idea. 
Consider for a moment how the material forms 
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which we encounter on every hand came into 
being. This wharf on which I stand, and all the 
buildings -around it, began not as bricks and mortar, 
but as a desire slowly unfolding itself in the heart 
of a man. The desire to live, in the heart of the 
bricklayers and carpenters, laid every brick and 
drove every nail. The same dynamic force holds 
me here to my labour, inspires the energies of 
master and men as we work together on the floors, 
and the millions who toil with hand and brain 
throughout the city. 

If we enter into the idea of motion as embodied 
in the latest mechanical inventions, we see how 
the idea of the railway grew out of the stage- 
coach, the gas-engine out of the steam-engine, the 
motor-car out of the bicycle, the flying-machine 
out of the balloon ; how all these forms were latent 
in the minds of their inventors till the intense 
desire to overcome the difficulties of transit, gradu- 
ally shaping itself into the form of an idea, gave 
birth to these familiar objects which bear us swiftly 
through space, and, coming into collision, project 
us into eternity. We may trace the idea of loco- 
motion back to its most primitive forms, to dug-out 
canoes or chariots, only to find them springing 
from the same basis of desire. Or, going beyond 
all mechanical inventions to the human body itself, 
we must recognise its limbs and muscles as a 
manifestation of the same root desire, expressing 
itself through countless forms and adaptations as 
it developed from the unicellular organism, 
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Out of the desire for defence, for the destruction 
of enemies — which armed the bee with its sting, 
the lion with its claws, the elephant with its tusks — 
came the flint and bronze and steel weapons of 
man, came the idea of the great battleships and 
armaments of the modern nations. 

Science has brought us to a better understanding 
of these dynamic forces of life. But of the static 
within the dynamic, of the eternal Idea in the 
changing form, which Plato saw in the realms of 
cosmic consciousness, science can tell us but little. 
Yet if there be that within and around us which 
impels us to realise the ideal modes of destruction, 
of locomotion, and the hke, what shall we say of 
the abstract desires of the soul ? Can we doubt 
the existence of the Ideas of Justice, of Truth, of 
Beauty, as ultimate forms of consciousness ; that 
as the airships which will bear our children through 
space were inherent in the Idea of motion from 
the beginning of time, so the truth, the beauty, 
and the justice of the universe were embedded 
in the living bodies of men and women, in the 
cells of sex, deeper than thought, deeper than 
desire, deeper than knowledge, impelling them to 
struggle through falsehood, through disease and 
oppression, towards the unfolding of these Eternal 
Realities ? 

Looking over the city. North and South, East 
and West, as far as the eye can range, all things 
are fluid, as fluid as the fluid in the mother's womb 
whence they spring into being. The concrete 
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desires of the senses are ever shaping themselves 
into the form of their idea, into food, into clothing, 
into factories, into wharves, into the dominant 
ideas of commercialism. But the ideas that spring 
from the abstract desires of the mind are more 
immutable than these solid forms of matter. They 
become embodied as national and social ideas 
which rule over the rulers of men, and over the 
destinies of nations. They shape themselves into 
forms of knowledge, of science, into forms of art 
and philosophy, into forms of religious belief. In 
so far as these ideas are embodied in material form, 
in the senate house, in the flag fluttering on the 
tower, in churches and cathedrals, in painting and 
sculpture, in books, they do not perish hke the 
concrete forms of the day ; as they sprang from the 
minds of their creators, so they remain cherished 
forms of expression for ages to come. Yet these 
ideas are but a faint and feeble flicker of the divine 
Idea in the soul of man, and after guiding his foot- 
steps for ages they at last succumb to the ceaseless 
struggle of Ideas, making way for new forms of 
knowledge, of art, of religion, of social and political 
organisation. While at the root of all are the 
desires of sex, both concrete and abstract in their 
essence, containing all the fruits of the past Hfe, 
and all the possibilities of the future, through 
which the divine Idea of manhood and womanhood 
must become manifest. 

The theory of the struggle for existence as a 
material, mechanical process is crude and un- 
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thinkable. Only when interpreted as the struggle 
of Ideas for expression does it help to illuminate 
the facts of life and experience. The struggle of 
the species is the struggle of ideas, the struggle 
of the nations is the struggle of ideas, and your 
struggle and my struggle for expression is the 
struggle of ideas both concrete and abstract. The 
old must battle with the new, the Christ that is 
with the Christ that is to be. The idea of property, 
of private ownership, must struggle with the social, 
the municipal idea, the idea of labour with the 
idea of capital. The military, the national, idea 
must struggle with the international idea, for only 
thus can the greater Idea conquer and absorb 
the lesser, can the true Idea of the Self at last 
predominate. 

But we who live in this concrete age, this age 
of flux and transition, who labour so strenuously 
to create, how little we heed " the Art of Creation." 
Blindly we follow the track of desire, not knowing 
whence it comes or whither it leads. If this blind 
struggle for wealth and power were the be-all and 
the end-all of the Will to Live, then were this city 
a " city of dreadful night," without sun or moon or 
stars to light it. 

But desire is only the lower material of the 
Will, for ever transmuting itself through strife 
and suffering into the Will Creative that rules 
by the light of Reason. Not in this artless age 
of commercialism is the true Democracy, but 
Democracy in the making, whereby these brute 

B 
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chaotic forces of desire must be subdued to ready 
service in the Art of Life. 

As I Uft my eyes and look across the water I 
see the winter sun looming in golden glory 
through the vapour clouds, glinting on the ripples 
of the flowing tide, casting light and shadow on 
the broad surface of the river, as it winds on its 
snake-like course through the great city. 

I think there is no other natural object like the 
sun, which can so readily frame the mind to the 
cosmic Idea. Speeding in thought to the place 
of this dazzling orb, one can glance down upon 
every spot on the earth where its beams are 
radiating their generative powers, over vast con- 
tinents and oceans, over forest and field and waste 
land, over numberless towers and cities, into the 
eyes of countless human beings. This is the sun 
of all history, of all nations, of the infinity of 
evolution before history began. As it radiates 
into every corner of this vast English city, it 
shone upon the varied aspect of cities long dead, 
upon scenes and events which have scarred the 
depths of human consciousness for all time. 

Far away from this crowded city in the summer 
time I have lain in the long grass, with the larks 
singing overhead, the wind playing through the 
grass, and have felt its generous rays thrilling 
through every fibre of my body. But here by 
the river flowing through the great city, amid 
these scenes of human labour, it has a greater 
significance, related as it is to me and every being 
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around me, shining indifferently upon these mani- 
festations of the human Idea as it shone upon 
those which have passed away. As surely as it 
lighted the dawn of human consciousness, it must 
shine upon its setting, upon the perfect realisation 
of the human Idea. 

But it is not through the sun in the heavens, 
the sun of the outer senses, that the cosmic vision 
is born ; not through the brain but the heart that 
we know the heart of Democracy, that we feel our 
identity with all the expressions of life around us. 
Seen as a thing apart, this city is a city of dead 
forms, of lifeless symbols : but when the Sun of 
Identity shines, its manifold expressions are trans- 
formed into living and deathless symbols. As the 
mother feels her identity with the child of her 
body — that every cell has grown from her own 
cell, as the father feels his identity with his child 
— that every cell has sprung from his own cell, 
so he who would enter into the heart of Demo- 
cracy must feel the glow of that inner Sun, whose 
light is ever radiating from the real Self at the 
source of all desire. He must see the Whole as 
the sun sees it, blinking at nothing, either good 
or evil, knowing that what we call good and evil 
is one and interdependent, is the working out of 
the common destiny. 

What are these material forms, these sacks 
of corn, bushels, trucks, scales ; these houses, 
churches, wharves, brothels, and gin-palaces but 
images of desire ? The new-born babe in the arms 
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of the outcast mother as she sells matches in the 
street ; the babe in the arms of the wealthy mother 
with attendant nurses ; the millions struggling for 
food, for clothing, for wealth, for power, for 
pleasure — what are these but images of desire? 

" If you attain to be ruler of your own thoughts, 
of the images that spring from your own heart, 
is it so much that you should be arbiter also of 
these others and touch the Heart they spring 
from ? " 1 — that you should aid the real Self emerg- 
ing within them to conquer and subdue ? 

Deep in the forests of India, ages before Goth 
and Roman had met, before the germ-cells and 
sperm-cells of our civilisation had come together, 
the ascetics, the mystics of the Upanishads dwelt 
apart from the world, seeking the Self at the root 
of all desire. Far from this Idea have we journeyed 
for expression through the ages of civilised strife. 
But now at last we are coming back, with all our 
garnered experience, to this central truth of our 
being. The East is absorbing the West, and the 
West is absorbing the East. We are coming to 
see that the inner and the outer visions of things 
are in perfect correspondence ; that what Darwin 
and material science have established is not in- 
consistent with what Whitman taught, with what 
Schopenhauer taught, with what the carpenter of 
Galilee and Plato taught ; that confirming all, and 
uniting all, is the Idea of the Self in the Universal 
Self, the philosophy of comrades and lovers. 

> Edward Carpenter, " Towards Democracy." 
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We are coming to realise the Self not only as 
the Indian mystics knew it, aloof from the world, 
in silence and meditation ; not only as the philo- 
sophers have vaguely defined it ; but here in the 
Heart of Democracy, amid " the measureless gross- 
ness and the slag," amid the common scenes of 
life and labour, to seek for the Sun of Identity 
through the clouds and illusions of separateness. 



CHAPTER II 

THE CHURCH OVER THE WATER 

"It is only with the incoming of Democracy in its lart;est sense that 
the idealisation of the common Man and Woman, of the human being 
irrespective of all adornments, occurs. The Egyptian could plainly 
see that the mighty Pharaoh, as he drove by in his chariot, was a god, 
but he could not see that the negro slave, who flicked the flies from 
his royal master, was equally divine ; but Whitman boldly says of the 
men and women of the street, ' What gods can exceed these that clasp 
me by the hand?' " 

— Epward Carpenter, The Art of Crtatiou. 

Opposite the wharf, over the water, stands the 
Parish Church, adjoined by the Palace of Lambeth, 
which constitutes the head office and organising 
centre of the National Church. It is bounded upon 
one side by the grimy cluster of pottery chimneys, 
on the other by the great hospital buildings, filled 
for the most part with the sick and wounded from 
the battlefield of industry. The irregular outline of 
the palace buildings, with the Lollards' Tower at 
one end and the square-towered church at the 
other, are objects too familiar to awaken any 
interest in the minds of those who work along the 
water-side. They look to the weather-cock to see 
which way the wind blows, to the clock in the 
tower to see how the time wags — if the dinner-hour 



THE CHURCH OVER THE WATER 23 

is near at hand — but the image of the church, its 
age-long Hfe and significance, have faded out of 
their consciousness. Well might Carlyle contrast 
the past of unquestioning faith with the sceptical 
days of the present. The church stands there 
amid slums and factories, potteries and wharfs, as 
solid as on the day it was built, but how much is 
there left of its world-ruling power in the heart of 
the people ? Still under a dull sky the shadow of 
these walls and towers is reflected in the water, 
the shadow looking as real as the substance ; still 
the bells ring out at Evensong, vibrating over the 
water to where we labour. But the sound is 
drowned by the roar of the traf&c in street and 
railway, by the hooting of steam-tugs, and it bears 
no message of peace and salvation to the toiling 
thousands around. 

Has faith, or the need for faith, died out with the 
development of modern industry and modern 
science, with the advancing rule of man over 
nature ; or is the lesser faith being conquered by 
the greater faith, the idea of the part being absorbed 
by the idea of the whole ? 

The black-gaitered churchmen sometimes pass 
by the wharf, on their way to the House of Lords, 
to watch over the interests of religion. But the 
casual worker, waiting in the cold for a job, is not 
reminded of Jesus the carpenter when he sees the 
black cloth in the street. He cannot associate the 
teacher and companion of fishermen and common 
folk with the companion of lawyers and brewers 
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and financiers, with the upholders of economic 
power and privilege. 

Great are tradition, custom, ritual, which con- 
serve the ruling idea of the ages, until thought and 
brain, nerve and muscle, have become rigidly 
adapted to its expression ; till the marrow is 
absorbed in the life and spirit of the race, and only 
the dry bones remain. But greater still is the 
spirit of Strife and Creation, that urges unceasing 
war on traditional forms, that enkindles a new 
desire, a new idea, in the heart of the people, and 
rattles the dry bones of tradition till they break 
and crumble to dust. He, the bright-eyed one, 
the keen-eyed Christ, is the life of that Will 
Creative. He sees through the husk of tradition 
to the real life beneath, through all the interests 
of property-mongers, of privileged persons, to the 
true source of possession. In Him are mirrored 
the power and dominion of the Son of Man, of the 
true Superman (not Nietzsche's feeble prototype 
consumed with the lusts of separateness), but the 
Supreme One who is Lord over the self, and knows 
His identity with the universal Self. 

His day is yet to come in the dawning ages of 
strife. His glory shines but faintly from the church 
over the water, from the soul of the black-garbed 
churchman ; it awaits its revelation in the Heart of 
Democracy, 

Whoever would see the form of the great Idea 
must strip it bare of the clothes that smother it, of 
the rags and tags of the early ideas, of religion, 
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of ancestor worship, of the cult of the dead, of 
which the black clothes of the churchman are still 
symbolical. 

Could we search the depths of our own being, 
we should find that each one of us contains the 
fruits of all the beliefs that ever have been, the 
seed of all the beliefs that ever will be ; we should 
see there the impress of the manifold Ideas that 
went to the making of this one Idea of the Church, 
that directed its growth and transmutation under 
the hand of time. As the conservation of energy 
is the immutable law that underlies the changes 
of material forms, so the same material of thought 
and desire out of which these beliefs were shaped is 
ours to-day, however differently we may express it. 

Death is the bourne of life, into which pass over 
its high hopes and passions, its strong desires. 
Small wonder that this great mystery of our being 
should have become the creative centre of abstract 
thought and emotion, the most powerful fact to 
arouse the savage mind to wonderment and belief. 
The form of friend, of child, of parent, lies cold 
and listless ; where has gone the life, the spirit, the 
breath that animated it ? In seeking to solve this 
riddle came the manifold ideas of primitive peoples, 
their strange burial rites and sacrifices, their idol 
worship and ancestor worship ; the wife of the 
savage, talking into the skull of her dead husband, 
bringing food and drink to the grave ; the great 
civilisations whose customs, arts, and philosophies 
were wholly dominated by the worship of the dead. 
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Brought face to face with the facts of sorrow and 
death, the agnostic and the believer of to-day still 
search the void of baffled hope and desire, still 
sound the depths of the ocean of life for new 
philosophies and beliefs. 

Into this pattern of death were woven the symbols 
of life, the many gods and goddesses who have 
represented the root ideas of the race. With the 
desire of man to establish his power over man, 
with the growth of tribal unity, of state, of nation, 
came the great ruling deities. For with war came 
the leader in war, the hero mighty in battle, whose 
strength and cunning brought victory to the tribe 
and destruction to the enemy. Death gave to him 
a power greater even than life, for he ruled in the 
nether world over the private and family ghost. 
The stone upon his grave became the symbol of 
the tribe, the objective focus of those ideal virtues 
through which the race survived. No sacrifice was 
too great which could minister to his power and 
glory. The first fruits of the season, the blood of 
the first-born, were gladly offered up to him. In 
like manner the forest trees, the deep wells, the 
rivers and the hills, the sky, the stars, the sea 
became peopled with spirits, beautiful, terrible, and 
powerful, embodying the growing needs and ideas 
of the race life. At the various seasons of the year 
the Gods of agriculture, the corn and wine Gods, 
received their due sacrifices, and the blood of the 
victims was squeezed over the ground. 

Out of the strong desires of the heart came the 
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Gods of the past, the Gods of Egypt, of Babylon, 
of Rome, of Greece, of the conquerhig races. And 
so will come the God of the future, the Idea which 
will raise and succour us. 

Out of the desires of sex, the desire for increase, 
came the great Jahveh, the God of Israel, who 
claimed the first-born for His own, whose covenant 
was that their seed should be as the sand upon 
the sea-shore, and should inherit the land of their 
choice. Great need there was for such a God to 
a people fighting for existence amid a ring of 
encircling foes. First He was one among many 
Gods, among the Baalim and Ashera, among the 
household Gods of the people. But soon His 
power began to extend over the whole conscious- 
ness of the race, over their customs, laws, and 
morals. He became jealous of the presence of 
other Gods, and sought to overthrow them. He 
was the Lord of Hosts, the God of Battles. His 
phallic stone was borne in the ark of the covenant, 
in the forefront of the battle. Every success re- 
dounded to His glory, and every defeat was due 
to the frailty of the people in seeking after other 
Gods. His presence was revealed to the heart of 
the prophets as the inpouring of an ever-increasing 
beauty and splendour. They felt the power which 
the One Idea has over the many, which unity has 
over separateness, and while they exalted the One 
they heaped scorn upon the pretensions of the 
many. 

But it is always more by the experience of 
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sorrow, by the crushing of desire rather than by 
success, that the spirit attains to the abstract. Not 
till the city was stormed and taken and the people 
led into captivity, not till the temple was destroyed 
and the ark with its sacred stone lost for ever, did 
the pure idea of the Godhead triumph. Then by 
the waters of Babylon the hearts of the people 
were united ; they knew that only the One God, the 
One Idea could save them. He who was once an 
ancestral deity among many others had now become 
enthroned as the Almighty Creator and Ruler of 
the World. 

This amalgamation of the root Ideas of the race 
was synonymous with the growth of the moral and 
spiritual nature of man. As the gods of war, of 
sex, the common guardians of the people, became 
merged into one directive Will, it was the God of 
Righteousness who fired the soul of the prophets 
with the fervour of the moral law. 

We do not deny the reality of these beliefs, in 
their higher or lower phases, but attach to them a 
far deeper significance when we realise that the 
Self of the race that created them is more than 
the form created, that each successive revelation of 
the divine Idea marks the unfolding of a larger 
consciousness in the soul of man. What we desire 
most strongly and deeply makes up the sum of 
reality for us. We desire food, drink, shelter, 
warmth, clothing, and we shape the material forms 
of the earth to minister to these needs. How real 
are motor-cars, railways, steamships, to those who 



THE CHURCH OVER THE WATER 29 

are possessed by the desire for travel. Not less' 
real, but far more real, are these great abstract 
embodiments of desire, these beings shaped by the 
united consciousness of a whole people to minister 
to their spiritual needs for strength, for guidance 
and consolation. That one such Idea can hold the 
heart of humanity for ages, responsive to the same 
symbols of faith, of love, of adoration, is proof 
enough of its reality, that it is born of some deep- 
rooted necessity of the human spirit. And though 
these forms are not immortal, though after domi- 
nating the life and thought of ages they succumb 
to the ceaseless struggle of Ideas, their results are 
in us to-day, and their dissolution is only the signal 
for the birth of a greater Idea. 

Bloody and vengeful were the Gods of old, de- 
manding the sacrifice of many victims. But can 
we who pour out our libations on the reeking altars 
of Mammon, to the concrete, the material, condemn 
them upon that score ? Doubtless another and a 
happier age will look back upon this age of com- 
merce and see that the toll of human sacrifice and 
suffering for the form of its desire was never heavier 
than it is to-day, that the Gods we worship were 
never more vague and shadowy. And if we claim 
that this is the price of progress, so also were the 
sacrifices of the older Gods the price of progress. 

But if desire is the root of the tree of belief. 
Will is its flower and fruitage. As interpreted 
by Schopenhauer, the "Will," both cosmic and 
individual, can never soar beyond the sphere of 
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blind desire except to decree its negation. But 
the Will interpreted in the light of evolution is 
the thought-directed energy which evolves out of 
desire, to govern and direct it. Whether we study 
this process of transmutation in the growth of 
individual character, or in the history and ex- 
perience of the race, belief so long as it suffices 
is the most potent force in evolving Will out of 
desire, in focussing the wayward impulses of 
thought under the dominion of one Idea. 

Thus in every progressive form of belief mankind 
has revealed the elements of its higher and truer 
Self as embodied in the race life. But it has not 
known that Self. Springing spontaneous out of 
the deep sources of desire, belief is blind, it sees 
the forms it creates apart from the Self and has 
no knowledge of their real origin. But the day 
of belief is well-nigh spent ; it is only the prepara- 
tion for another and a brighter day, in which we 
are coming to the knowledge and the Will direct. 
Christianity through its nineteen centuries of de- 
velopment has been the final working out of the 
religious idea from the sphere of belief to the 
sphere of knowledge. Holding fiercely and tena- 
ciously to belief, which in its primitive purity is 
void of every element of philosophic thought, 
Christianity has sought in its varied dogmas and 
theologies to reconcile these irreconcilables, to 
subordinate the rational and scientific faculties, and 
employ them to cement the fabric of belief. The 
attempts of modern belief to justify itself by science 
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are the acknowledgment of the complete overthrow 
of the old foundations of faith. 

Even in its very inception this destiny was 
marked out for the great Christian Idea. It began 
not as an organised system of belief but as a state- 
ment of knowledge, simple and direct, knowledge 
which is far above and beyond the range of 
churches and priestcraft, which is open and acces- 
sible to all as soon as they are ready to receive it. 

This knowledge was revealed, as it only can be 
revealed, in the heart of a carpenter, of a common 
man of the people. As He worked at His daily 
task with the jack-plane and the saw, as He com- 
muned alone with nature. He probed into the 
meaning of life, of its endless strife and suffering, 
till He saw the light, till He felt — as only the 
Masters of sin and of sorrow have felt — the glow 
of the Sun of Identity lighting up the whole cosmos 
within Him. Then He knew what Whitman knew 
in the heart of the great Western Democracy, 
" That a kelson of the creation is love " ; that 
there is a Power beyond the Power revealed in 
the Law and the Prophets, beyond their God of 
justice and righteousness ; that the Ultimate Will 
of the cosmos, in which alone mankind can reahse 
the divinity of itself, is the Will to Love. 

As the heavens opened to this vision of Cosmic 
Reality, He saw the kingdoms of the earth ruled 
over by lust and greed and brutahty. He saw 
beyond them the kingdom of the Son of Man, of 
the true Superman, the archetype of humanity. 
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He saw in the common man and woman and, 
child, in the despised toilers, the weak, the de- 
graded, the heavy-laden, the makings of that higher 
manhood. 

Infusing the traditional deity of His countrymen 
with the spirit of His own Idea, He went forth 
to conquer the world, to lay the foundations of 
the true Democracy in the heart of the common 
people. 

But the world rejected, scorned, and crucified 
Him, and went on its way unheeding. It crucified 
the body, but the Idea which He had made mani- 
fest it could not destroy. For it slumbered in the 
heart of those who slew Him as it slumbers in 
the heart of our commercial democracy. 

Then began the development of the great system 
of belief which has ruled over the ages, the Idea 
of the church over the water. It has exalted the 
name and worshipped the personality of Jesus as 
the embodiment of its own beliefs ; it has expressed 
the spiritual needs and emotions of the ages to 
which it belongs. But it has not expressed and 
does not express the Idea of its Founder. His 
day is yet to come. 

The fishermen, the common folk, who loved 
Him and followed Him, saw a little of the glory 
He had opened out to them, but not as He saw 
it. They could not recreate His Idea in their 
own minds. " We see only what we animate, we 
animate only what we see." It matters not what 
the material forms around us really are in them- 
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selves, what the heroes of the past really thought 
and taught. It is only our Idea of them that has 
any reality to us. When we think to express the 
Idea of others we express only our own. Not 
till our thought and desire are of the same mea- 
sure as theirs can we convey an approximate 
concept. 

When the Master's tongue was stilled the world 
of the Caesars was no place for the spread of such 
a doctrine as His. Any attempt to reorganise the 
Roman Empire upon the principles of the Sermon 
on the Mount would have proved futile ; and 
Christianity never attempted such a task. It was 
founded not upon the life and teaching of Jesus, 
but upon His death ; not upon the Ideas which He 
promulgated, but upon the beliefs with which His 
followers enveloped His personality. 

Never had death afforded such a splendid field 
for the growth of Ideas as the tragic end of the 
young teacher. It awakened to full activity in the 
minds of His followers all those creative faculties 
of abstract thought and emotion which were still 
so potent in shaping the beliefs of the race. They 
followed the Hne of least resistance where their 
hearts led them ; they turned to the cult of the 
dead and started those mental processes which 
culminated in the development of a world-ruling 
deity. It was not for them to realise that He, the 
carpenter of Galilee, who had made manifest the 
divine Idea of manhood, who had opened out the 
heaven of cosmic consciousness to the common 

C 
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people, was in His simple manhood a more perfect 
representative of the Cosmic Will than all the 
supernatural deities that ever had been or ever 
would be. They could not see that He who rules 
over the lusts which create battles is greater than 
the God of Battles, is ruler over all the powers of 
creation and destruction ; that he who is lord over 
the Self, over every form of desire, is master of all 
the expressions of the Self, is one with the Father, 
the Universal Self. 

But even so the Idea of the Christ-God which 
grew from the love and worship of the little band 
of followers has served the mighty purpose of the 
ages. 

The Western World was ripe for the unification 
of belief, though it was still many centuries of 
growth and struggle from the beginning of the 
unification of knowledge. In the same way that 
our modern commercialism, with its railways, its 
steamships, its wireless telegraphy, is preparing for 
a world-wide unity of Idea upon the basis of know- 
ledge, the Roman Empire had then prepared for 
the unity of the Western peoples upon the basis of 
belief ; and the death of the peasant teacher formed 
the nucleus upon which they could converge. 

As the human embryo grows in the womb and 
epitomises the ages of physical evolution, so did 
the new deity quickly develop and epitomise the 
growth of behefs, ascending from the simple yearn- 
ing after the dead to the very summit of mono- 
theistic worship. Paul on his way to Damascus 
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was overwhelmed by the vision of the Crucified 
One as it rose from his deeper consciousness. He 
recognised the vast potentialities of the new Cult 
as a binding force for the nations, and he gave his 
life and energy to develop the doctrine and spread 
it through the Empire. Round the shores of the 
Mediterranean, in the crowded cities and seaports, 
in the slave-peopled hives of Antioch, of Alexandria, 
of Rome, the seed of belief took root in the heart 
of the people. It grew, as Jahveh had grown, as 
all the gods of the past had grown, as my Idea as 
your Idea has grown, by conquest and absorption. 
The deeply i^ooted beliefs, the growth of untold 
ages, were not destroyed, their common attributes 
were assimilated into a more generalised and 
ethereal system. The idea of the Resurrection 
became the keystone of the new faith. To those 
whose belief in the old gods was waning it brought 
the firm assurance of restoration to their departed 
friends. It resuscitated the idea of their primitive 
ancestors, that the corpse of the dead could rise 
again and dwell in the heavens. 

The virgin birth, the saving blood, the royal 
descent of the victim, the sacrament of bread and 
wine, the vicarious sacrifice of the Son to the 
Father, all these ideas which figured so largely in 
the current beliefs were woven into the fabric of 
the larger faith. Like many of the ideas which we 
now associate with the hard facts of science — which 
will come to figure as fairy tales — these mythical 
elements were then the living realities of conscious- 
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ness. And with it all was embodied something of 
the Real Christ, of the gentle, loving teacher who 
had declared love to be the ultimate power of 
Creation. They saw His figure as a great light in 
the gloomy catacombs, they felt the power of His 
presence sustaining them as they were torn limb 
from limb in the arena. 

Thus what the fishermen, the common people, 
had begun, the evangelists, the philosophers, the 
Fathers of the Church completed. Not only were 
the elements of the lesser deities included', but the 
greatest God the world has ever known was made 
co-existent with the glory of the Saviour. Once 
the fundamental ideas of the Resurrection, the 
Incarnation, the saving Blood were firmly rooted, 
the great Jehovah, with all the sacred literature of 
the Jewish people, was incorporated with the Christ- 
God. Upon those who were well versed in the 
Greek philosophies, in the Egyptian mysteries, 
devolved the task of establishing the relationship 
between the Jewish carpenter and the Lord of 
Hosts, the Creator and Ruler of the Universe. The 
Egyptian worship of the dead had culminated in 
the development of great triads or trinities. This 
Idea gave perfect unity and proportion to a meta- 
physical structure whose base was firmly rooted in 
the spontaneous beliefs of the people ; whose 
summit rose into the higher regions of philosophic 
thought. 

Having established the sovereignty of the Christ- 
God over the whole kingdom of belief, over all 
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those realities of abstract desire that the gods had 
represented separately, Christianity embodied the 
truth and unity of the race consciousness as far as 
it can be embodied in the form of belief. Dogma 
was the only means of consolidating this great 
empire of faith, of preserving the Church from 
internal disruption. But dogma had first to 
undergo a fierce process of selection, till that form 
which was best adapted to the needs of the age 
triumphed and survived. 

Before the advent of Christianity the gods of 
Rome, with the many deities which conquest had 
brought to the imperial pantheon, dwelt together 
in peace, without envy, hatred, or malice. But 
Christian monotheism at once destroyed this happy 
harmony by aspiring to dominion over the whole 
supernatural kingdom. The converts of the new 
faith refused to accord the slightest recognition to 
any other form of belief, and treated with contempt 
the civic feasts and ceremonies which were asso- 
ciated with the worship of the gods. Like Jahveh 
of old, their God was a jealous God, and the 
exclusive observance of his rites at last drew down 
upon them the terrible though spasmodic persecu- 
tions of the imperial authorities. To meet these 
attacks the Christians armed themselves with the 
most powerful spiritual weapons their faith could 
supply. As from their longing dreams they had 
shaped for themselves a heaven of bliss unending 
that far outshone the fairest visions of earth, so for 
the enemies and the outcasts of the great Idea they 
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prepared a Hell eternal that paled with its fiery 
torments the most harrowing physical tortures that 
man can inflict on man. 

The stern Tertullian loved to gloat over the 
prospect of "the proud monarchs and fancied 
gods groaning in the lowest abyss of darkness, 
of so many magistrates who persecuted the name 
of the Lord, liquefying in fiercer fires than were 
ever kindled against the Christians." The need 
for this idea was also inherent in the very con- 
stitution of the theological system. It served as 
the big revolver of morality. It also served to 
consolidate the dogmas of the Church, to deter- 
mine which ideas should triumph amid the conflict 
of its own factions. For when the warring of the 
sects resolved itself into a struggle between the 
Aryans and the Trinitarians that Idea triumphed 
which best expressed the needs of the theological 
spirit. The Trinitarians who had the best hell, 
and the best Devil in it, drove their Aryan oppo- 
nents out of the field. 

Thus was established the great Idea which has 
ruled over the ages, which is still struggling to 
adapt itself to the conditions of modern life and 
thought. While on the surface this absolute 
dominion of belief has seemed to retard the 
growth of knowledge and freedom, in reality it 
has been the only means of advancing it. Ideas 
in this world of strife grow out of their opposites. 
As the Idea of the Church descended into the 
social, political, and economic sphere, it generated 
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those struggles which have proved to be the birth- 
throes of Democracy. 

The early Christians were at first imbued with 
the non-resisting spirit of their Master, and refused 
to serve in the armies of the Empire. But a faith 
whose roots were deeply laid in the cult of the 
dead king and warrior, and only in its first incep- 
tion was associated with the teaching of Jesus, 
could not long withstand its natural affinity with 
the great predatory lusts of man. When Con- 
stantine felt the power of the great Idea, when 
he saw the Christian symbol in the sky, he made 
it the symbol of his armies, the symbol of much 
of the strife and bloodshed and horror of the ages 
to come. The cosmopolitan character of the 
Christian faith tended to increase rather than to 
modify its patriotic and fighting qualities. As it 
spread from the Mediterranean peoples to the 
barbaric nations of the North) it neither altered 
the fundamental character of their beliefs, nor 
checked their lusts and habits of war. Their 
gods and goddesses reappeared as saints of the 
Church, and became the feudal vassals of the One 
Imperial Ruler, exercising greater local influence 
than their suzerain lord. The local patriotism 
which had always been associated with the local 
religion was in no way disturbed by the advent 
of "the Prince of Peace." France had her St. 
Denys and England her St. George to spur them 
on to mutual slaughter. 

One of the first results of the unification of 
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Christendom under one system of faith was the 
preaching of the Crusades, by which the military 
lusts of the nations were roused to a white heat 
of religious fervour and directed to one common 
end. The Crusaders fought their way with reeking 
swords to the reputed tomb of One who had 
brought a gospel of peace into the world. 

The same predatory lusts became infused 
throughout the whole spirit and organisation of 
the Church. At first a free Democracy, electing 
its own officers, it soon assumed the shape of 
every fighting organisation. The freely elected 
presbyters made way for the bishops, and these 
in their turn were subjected to the authority of 
one supreme pontiff. By this priestly organisa- 
tion the Catholic Church was able to establish a 
system of moral and spiritual feudalism, as com- 
plete and despotic as the military feudalism of the 
war lords. And, not content with their dominion 
in the supernatural sphere, the popes soon aspired 
to the throne of the Caesars, the empire of the 
world. Their dream of delight was to make all 
temporal kings their puppets and administrators. 
But the decay of the feudal idea in politics, the 
rise of the industrial classes seeking for freedom 
of expression, brought the downfall of spiritual 
feudalism. The tongue of Wy cliff e, of Knox, of 
Luther and Calvin, the sword of Cromwell, smote 
together and smote well to make clear the way 
for the coming of Democracy. 

Thus, through storm and stress, has the great 
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Idea ruled over the nations, encompassing and 
expressing their whole life and desire. Now we 
see it embodied in the cosmic vision of Dante, 
in his great Inferno, in his vision of divine 
Womanhood. The time-resisting stones of the 
great cathedrals and churches gave utterance to 
its form and spirit. The artist could paint only 
the form of the Crucified One and what pertained 
to Him. The universities were dedicated to the 
culture of the one Idea. It grew into the physi- 
ology of the race, so that the stigmata appeared on 
the very body of the fervent believer. The hermit 
strove in the desert, in his hair-shirt, with fasting 
and prayer, or upon his bed of spikes, to subdue 
the desires of the flesh and mould the Will into 
the form of the Idea. The saint threw away her 
last penny and went forth into the world with 
perfect trust in her Lord. 

Now it decays in worldliness and sensualism, 
in the amours and gluttony of priest and pontiff — 
to regain its original vigour in the heart of the 
ascetic, the mystic, the reformer : the gentle St. 
Francis, the stern Dominic and Loyola ; those 
who sought, by poverty, by renunciation, by love 
and humility, to win back the world to their faith ; 
those who sought, by fire and sword, by Inquisi- 
tion and torture-chamber, to preserve the integrity 
of their dogmas ; to whom the burning flesh of 
heretics, of a Bruno, of a Savonarola, was as 
incense to their God ; the Catholic murdering the 
Protestant, the Protestant murdering the Catholic, 
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for the love of Christ ; the great cardinals with 
their princely trains, employing every means, both 
fair and foul, to attain the height of their ambition ; 
the beggars at the church doors, with their putrid 
sores and diseases to arouse the Christian senti- 
ments of charity and compassion ; the stern Puri- 
tans, with their trusty swords and Bibles, who 
found in the Hebrew prophets a trumpet-call to 
battle and a perfect expression of their faith. 

Again, the squire slumbering in his pew ; the 
rise of the middle class ; the growing cult of 
respectability, of money, of property ; the great 
inventions which raised the factory chimney beside 
the church steeple ; the fading of the Presence 
from the common life and consciousness ; the 
disintegration of the great Idea into little sects 
and bethels, that the rising man of money may 
thank God for his mercies ; the spread of science ; 
the growing indifference of the people who never 
use the name of the Lord except as a swear-word. 

Since its union with the State in the days of 
Constantine, the Church has amply demonstrated 
its inability to express the Idea of Democracy. 
It has given the lusts of the heart their full and 
unfettered expression on the side of power and 
predominance. Its God has been a God of social 
caste and separateness, who has been pleased to 
call the poor to a state of wretchedness and 
servility. 

How are the mighty fallen ! The Church, which 
once possessed the heart of the nations, which 
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could wield the sword of their armies, which could 
reward its friends and punish its enemies with a 
real Heaven and a real Hell, which could send 
the apostate to the torture-chamber, the free- 
thinker to the stake, no longer commands the fear 
and reverence of the common labourer. 

Still the bells ring out at Evensong over the 
water. Still the Church stands there amid potteries, 
hospitals, slums, and palaces ; but its Hell has 
grown cold, its Heaven has faded away before the 
glitter of gold, before the concrete lusts of the 
spirit. 

It stands impotent beside the flowing tide, grasp- 
ing at the floating straws of science in its fear to 
sink beneath the waters of time, awaiting the birth 
of the Real Christ in the Heart of Democracy. 



CHAPTER III 

THE REAL CHRIST 

No man can resist himself, the pursuit of his own 
interests, of his own Idea ; can resist the coming of 
the Son of Man, of the true Superman who is Lord 
over the Self, who knows his identity with every 
other self. 

Take any specimen day of this common life and 
experience, and it shall serve as a day of revelation 
for this real life and experience. 

It is bitterly cold. A fierce north-easterly gale, 
icy with melting snowflakes, sweeps up the river 
and through the open floors. The tide, rushing 
by like a racehorse, threatens to overthrow the 
banks. Tugs are ploughing through the turbid 
waters, causing the white spray to fly over them 
like smoke. I am perished with the cold and can- 
not rouse my sluggish blood with work. But my 
Lord Archbishop's horses must be fed, the social, 
the economic system must work on its ordered 
course, whatever the state of the weather ; the men 
in the barge toil on in the snow and the wind till 
their clothes are sodden with wet and dust, and then 
knock off and repair to "The George" for comfort. 

Over the water is the Church of Christ with its 
vast economic and intellectual resources ; the arch- 
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bishop in his warm study pondering over the new 
Education Act, vainly striving to regain for the cult 
of the dead its original supremacy over the life of 
the living. 

But here in the dusty wharf, in the Heart of 
Democracy, is the real Christ whose glowing pre- 
sence is warmer than the summer sun, who floods 
the gloomy floors with a light brighter than the 
vision of Paul on his way to Damascus. He steps 
down from His stained-glass window over the water. 
He walks across the bridge and strolls up the gate- 
way. He dons his old work-clothes and bears a 
hand with the work. He is not afraid of the dust 
and the cold, of the smutty talk and the swear- 
words. He has learnt many things since He 
walked by the shores of Galilee, since He died in 
the company of thieves. 

He has learnt the meaning of evolution, that no 
one can think for another, can love for another, that 
no one can come to His Kingdom as sheep into the 
fold led by the voice of their master ; that every 
soul must follow its own Idea, its own desires and 
illusions, till it has gained the knowledge of the one 
Idea, of the Real Self that dispels all illusion. 

He has watched over the evolution of the Church 
which thbught to follow His voice, to represent 
His Idea ; which has followed its own voice and 
represented its own Idea. He has seen the fair 
garden of knowledge which He planted overgrown 
by the ranker forms of belief ; the blind souls of 
men lusting for power and guidance, creating Him- 
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self in their own image, till His whole personality 
was enveloped by the cult of the dead, and His 
divine Idea of Manhood was completely distorted 
by their Idea of Godhead. He has seen the very 
principles which He strove to uproot embodied in 
the dogmas of the Church, the idea of separateness, 
of individual salvation and damnation, interwoven 
with the whole fabric of belief. He has seen Him- 
self identified with the savage barbarism of the early 
Jewish deity, with the great Egyptian trinities, with 
the local rites and customs of the gods and god- 
desses whom the faith supplanted. He has seen 
Himself enthroned as the Battle God of mighty 
hosts thirsting for slaughter, as the protector of 
potentates and pontiffs with their all-absorbing 
lusts for domination. From the most perfect 
embodiment of the Will to Love He has seen 
Himself transformed, by the creeds and morals of 
His worshippers, into the very incarnation of the 
will to hate, to torture, to oppress ; the ready tool 
of those who grind the face of the poor, who dole 
out charity in the place of justice. 

Yet He knows that the worship of His mythical 
Self has been the necessary preparation for His 
Real Self ; that only through the blind groping of 
belief after the Will Eternal are the powers of 
knowledge developed. In the dark ages of priestly 
dominance He has felt the heart-beats of Demo- 
cracy, at first so feeble as scarcely to be percep- 
tible, growing in force and vigour till the whole 
world responds to the throbbing. And with it 
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the dawn of science, the spirit of commercialism, 
preparing the ground for the new epoch, absorbing 
the predatory lusts of the old social and political 
ideals into its larger synthesis, creating a Hell of 
degradation and suffering more stupendous than 
before. 

But now at last He knows that His day is come ; 
that there are many in whom the Son of Man is 
becoming manifest, no longer through the shadow 
forms of belief, but through the direct knowledge 
by 'the true and immortal Self within them. He 
knows that the very strife and misery of our com- 
mercial civilisation is a preparation for Him ; that 
the decay of faith, the struggles of the people for 
political and religious freedom, have been a pre- 
paration for Him ; that all who have helped to 
destroy His mythical Self, the infidel, the atheist, 
the freethinker, have prepared for the advent of 
His real Self ; that all who have analysed the parts, 
the scientist, the psychologist, the sociologist, have 
prepared for the realisation of the Whole. He 
comes, robed in His true glory, with the light of 
conquest gleaming in His eyes, to be the centre 
of strife and progress for the ages to come. 

He comes with His old and with added authority, 
speaking from His own heart to the heart of Demo- 
cracy ; so that even those whose interests still bind 
them to the forms of belief are forced to acknow- 
ledge Him in their secret hearts. 

He is sick of the cult of the dead, of the mumbled 
services of priests, of the stained-glass window 
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saints, of the respectable congregations, of the 
long-drawn sermons about His own mythical 
person. He craves for the life of the living, for 
the life of His real Self in the fellowship of com- 
rades. He is better pleased with the grimy hands 
of the freeman who earns his own bread and eats 
it, than with the stainless hands of those who live 
on the labour of others. 

He ascends to the roof of the wharf and looks 
out over the city, as He looked out over Jerusalem 
in the ages long ago. He longs to gather its people 
together under the One Idea, as a hen gathers 
her brood under her wings. But still He sees the 
churches and cathedrals with their separate dogmas 
and traditions, as He saw the temple of old. The 
vast expanse of the heaven and the hell of com- 
mercialism spreads out before Him, the palaces of 
the rich and the one-room tenements of the poor, 
the toilers bearing their heavy burdens, the crowded 
hospitals and asylums. He sees how much there 
is to destroy, how much there is to create, before 
His Kingdom is established, and the Son of Man is 
Supreme. 

He is weary of all the cant about the sacred and 
the secular, about what should be taught in the 
schools, and what should be taught in the churches. 
He cannot allow of any limitations to Himself, of 
any distinction between the sacred and the secular. 
If any part of life is to represent Him, the whole 
of it must represent Him. If the life in the church 
is to represent Him, the life in the wharf, in the 
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factory, in the mine, and the workshop must repre- 
sent Him. If any part of life is diseased and imper- 
fect, the whole of it is diseased and imperfect, and 
His health is not in its members. 

All that springs from the nerve and muscle of 
labour He claims for Himself. For He knows 
that the food which builds up the body and brain 
of Democracy, that clothes and houses, pure air 
and sunshine have a closer connection with the 
development of the Most High than the sacred 
vestments and solemn intonations of the priests ; 
that this wharf, with its knotted floors worn by the 
rumbling truck-wheels and the feet of labourers, 
is no less sacred to His service than any church 
or chapel or cathedral aisle in the land. Upon 
this bulk of grain piled up to the rafters, which the 
merchant regards as so many quarters valued at 
so much a quarter. He places another valuation. 
He values it for the life and desire of which it is 
the expression ; for the Russian peasant who sowed 
the seed, who tended its growth, who reaped the 
harvest; for the sailors who brought it over the 
seas ; for the dockers and lightermen ; for the seed 
and harvest of human consciousness of which they 
give unfailing promise. 

He goes forth into the street and takes the child 
from the gutter, the unemployed loafer from the 
street corner, the prostitute from the brothel. He 
brings them before the council of the bishops dis- 
cussing their right to teach the catechism to the 
little ones. He shows them the vicarious sacrifice 
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of humanity because of the inadequacy of Christian 
Belief which is rooted in discord and bears the 
fruits of separateness. He shows them the Arche- 
type of humanity, the very Self of Himself, in the 
most degraded of these. He shows them the God 
incarnate in the common man, who is greater than 
all their Trinities and Unities. 

To Churchmen and Catholics, to Wesleyans and 
Baptists, all seeking to impress Him with the truth 
of their dogmas, with the keenness of their dia- 
lectics. He reveals the One Dogma of the Self in 
the Universal Self, which swallows up all their 
orthodoxies and heterodoxies, and opens out the 
heart of Democracy. He shows them the Whole, 
who have worshipped only the part, who have 
woven the illusions of separateness into their whole 
scheme of salvation. To those who trade in the 
saving of separate souls He discovers the true way 
of the Resurrection and the Life ; that he who lives 
his life in the life of the Whole, lives in the life 
eternal ; that the meaning of death is bound up 
with the meaning of life ; that the economy of 
the Universe does not depend upon "saving," but 
upon the ceaseless reinvestment of the life capital. 
That not the millionth part of an inch is reserved 
throughout the whole Cosmos for the storing up 
of skinny souls in eternal bliss or damnation ; that 
all its forces are required for the evolution of His 
Divine Manhood. 

He travels with the great property-owner who is 
on his way to the House of Lords to uphold the 



THE REAL CHRIST 51 

idea of property. He hears of the great estates 
which cover half a county, marked off with barbed- 
wire fences, with man-traps and notice-boards for 
trespassers ; of the slum properties and ground 
rents which bring in their hundreds of thousands 
a year. He reveals to him the emptiness of his 
possessions, that he does not possess property, that 
it possesses him. 

He walks with the new Labour Member as he 
comes from the Parliament House, and proves to 
him the fallacy of economic determinism ; that 
neither he nor the most degraded of those whose 
cause he champions is the namby-pamby creature 
of circumstances, but the creator of Ideas. That 
which he vainly seeks as an external system of life 
He declares to him as the internal system of life, 
as the very Self of Himself. He makes it clear that 
the inequalities of Democracy will be greater than 
the inequalities of Aristocracy, though not on an 
economic basis. 

He breaks into the dreams of the Imperialist, as 
he figures to himself the grandeur of the empire 
on which the sun never sets. He shows him the 
Empire of the Self, for which all the empires of the 
world have been preparing, for which innumerable 
suns have been shining through all time. He 
opens out the illimitable resources of his own 
being, the vast continents of unexplored wealth 
and splendour, to which the empires founded on 
blood and iron are but as tinsel and red paint. 

To the military man coming out of the War 
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Office, with his brain full of the details of the latest 
pattern rifles and quick-firers, warranted to sweep 
away whole battalions of men in a limited number 
of minutes, He discovers the dynamic force of the 
Idea, which all the armies of the East and the 
West cannot resist. 

He hears the endless din of a city's strife ; the 
joyous speech of the strong, the moans of the weak ; 
the tramp of marching soldiers in the street, the 
sound of the drum and fife ; he takes account of the 
editor in his office, ready with his party gods, his 
stock of copy, his thunderbolts of war for all 
emergencies. All these materials of desire He 
claims for His own ; the deepest and the strongest 
must yield to the service of His Will, for the 
shaping of His great Idea in the heart of 
Democracy. 

The financiers organising their great trusts to 
dominate the markets of the world ; the millionaire 
imperialist who thinks he can bribe the Almighty 
with his gold ; the man in the street with his pro- 
found belief in the cult of the rising dividend, of the 
winning horse ; the lusts which create the copper 
kings, the silver kings, the gold bugs, the microbes 
of worry and getting on ; which slay the miners in 
the mines, which poison the food of the people ; 
which raise up the hosts of unemployed and un- 
employable ; which fill the workhouses, the prisons, 
the asylums, the hospitals ; which pour out the 
blood of the many to serve the interests of the 
few — these be thy Gods, O Democracy ! that the 
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Son of Man, the true Superman, is come to destroy, 
that the Real Christ will sweep away with all the 
illusions of separateness. 

He is the King of Kings, the Lord of Lords, 
and they know it. For in Him the Common Man 
can realise the Godhead of Himself, can find 
deliverance from the tyranny of his own desires 
and illusions. 

His Sceptre of Love will banish for ever to the 
limbo of dead Gods those semblances of kingship 
that tremble for their lives behind their hosts of 
armed men and spies. He will scourge from the 
temple of His Manhood the parasites of com- 
mercialism who refuse to minister to the service 
of the Whole. As His real Form and Presence 
emerge He will establish His kingdom of Democracy 
over all the nations of the earth. He will come as 
the true Redeemer, as the true Superman, to give 
the law which is above all laws, all customs, all 
moralities, all traditions, which is above all Gods 
and kings, the law of the Self, the law of Love, the 
law of Identity. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE BRAINS OF DEMOCRACY 

" Mind is not wholly or even mainly intelligence. ... It consists 
largely and in one sense entirely of feeling. Not only do feelings 
constitute the inferior tracts of consciousness, but feelings are in all 
cases the materials out of which, in the superior tracts of consciousness. 
Intellect is evolved by structural combination." — Herbert Spencer's 
Psychology. 

As Schopenhauer gloomily remarks when subject- 
ing the passions of sex to his philosophical analysis, 
love-letters have sometimes been discovered, even 
among the writings of philosophers, sandwiched 
between treatises upon the most abstract subjects. 
And, needless to say, the unregenerate world has 
displayed a far greater interest in the love-letters 
than in the treatises. 

This is as it should be, as it must be ; for the 
heart is greater than the intellect because it is the 
maker of it. Or if these twain are one and inter- 
dependent in their ultimate analysis, and their 
kingdoms to be equally apportioned, yet the balance 
is so far lost in this age of the mechanical intel- 
lectual that all the weight of consciousness is 
needed on the side of the heart to restore the 
true relationship. 

The inverted cone of our civilisation rests upon 
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the apex of the brain instead of on the basis of 
feeling. The function of the intellect is to redis- 
cover the heart, to restore the oscillating forces of 
life to their original foundation. 

In a little office by the water-side, with white- 
washed walls, decorated profusely with cobwebs, 
stands an old desk beneath the window which looks 
out on to the river. Here the books of the business 
are kept and the accountant comes to his yearly 
task to balance up the profits and losses. Here 
also I keep a friendly volume or two, to read at 
meal times and odd moments, to bring me into 
correspondence with a larger area of thought and 
feeling. Books of philosophy, history, science, 
psychology, economics, poetry, art, novels, bio- 
graphy and the like, have lain there snugly enough 
amid ledgers, cash-books, bundles of old cheques, 
bills and advertisements, as incompatible with their 
environment as Schopenhauer's love-letters amid 
abstract metaphysical treatises. Thus do many 
strange things and people cohere together in this 
world ; Ideas which minister to the thought and 
consciousness of ages, existing together with those 
which minister to the needs of the passing hour. 
Through the material symbols of language, the 
same in ledgers and account -books as in philo- 
sophical works, I am able to enter into the common 
heritage of the race mind, to reconstruct the 
thought forms that flashed into the brain of a 
thinker a thousand years ago, that have influenced 
the minds of tens of thousands of readers in the 



56 IN THE HEART OF DEMOCRACY 

intervening years. Marcus Aurelius, meditating 
upon the empire of the Self while he ruled over 
the empire of the world, has thus appeared to me 
out of the old desk, transcending all the limits of 
time and space. How faint the conditions of life 
in which he laboured have become — as faint as 
these conditions of life and labour will soon be- 
come. The Roman Empire has long been a dream 
of the past, but these quiet thoughts penned amid 
the cares and vicissitudes of statecraft, are as vital 
and powerful as when they were first written. It 
matters little whether the soul rises out of the 
affairs of a mighty empire, or out of the affairs of 
a little business, when it enters into these higher 
realms of thought and consciousness. 

It is a far cry from the head of a doomed empire 
to the prophets of the coming democracy, from 
Marcus Aurelius to Walt Whitman and Edward 
Carpenter who have kept me company with the 
materialists and idealists of modern science and 
philosophy, with Haeckel and Spencer, with Samuel 
Laing and Grant Allan, with William James, Pro- 
fessor Loeb and the rest. The eternal problem of 
sex and religion has represented its varied aspects 
to me in the "Confessions" of St. Augustine, in 
"The Cloister and the Hearth" of Charles Reade, 
in Hardy's "Tess." 

These are a few of the thought forms that I have 
gathered round me in the little whitewashed office. 
But greater than all the books is the open book of 
life, the wharf, the church, the river, the common 
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task, the common men and women, to which and 
to whom the books of all the writers can only- 
serve as commentaries. The books that really serve 
us are those by which we learn to read the facts 
of experience. The Bible, Shakespeare, some trans- 
lations of the Greek poets, Walter Scott's poems 
and contemporary literature sufficed to educate the 
mind of Walt Whitman. But these were read in 
conjunction with the sounds and sights of nature, 
with the sea and sky and sun, on the shores of 
Long Island, with the grim chapters of a bloody 
war, with the crowded thoroughfares of the city, 
before he became the poet of Democracy. 

Twice a day the clang of the bell resounds from 
the school up the street, bearing with it suggestions 
no less significant than those which belong to the 
church bell over the water. A utilitarian bell in a 
utilitarian building,it bears the unmelodious message 
of a utilitarian age, descending into courts and 
alleys, calling the little ones to a feast of knowledge 
whether appetite prompts them or not. Beyond 
the school building rises the spire of the new 
Catholic Cathedral ; standing together the two 
structures should symbolise the relationship of the 
heart to the intellect, for the problem of brain 
development is inseparable from the problem of 
soul development, but the school, no less than the 
church, awaits the faith which must spring from 
the heart of Democracy. 

In spite of the skin-deep permeations of modern 
psychology, the force-pump system is still the 
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prevailing system of education. As the poultry- 
keeper goes round the pens pumping the food 
into the gullets of the birds he is fattening for 
the market, so the pale, anaemic teacher in the 
stuffy class-room strives to force the elements of 
knowledge into the brains of the fifty or sixty 
children ranged before her. The duly qualified 
inspector, with a large salary, who comes to see 
that the whole amount is duly administered, says 
one thing, and the one with a larger salary, who 
superintends him, says another thing ; the teacher 
works the force-pump with ever-increasing vigour 
and ever-increasing weariness of nerve and brain 
and muscle. While the fathers walk the street 
workless, while the mothers work in the factories, 
while lice breed in the heads of the children, while 
dirt envelops and hunger gnaws their bodies the 
teacher strives to inject the compound of com- 
mercialism into their feeble brains. By this ideal 
system one ladder leads from the elementary school 
to the university, another leads to the asylum. 
Thirty-five millions of money invested in lunatic 
asylums in this imperial realm, and the demand 
for accommodation ever increasing is the tale that 
statistics tell. Into these complexities come the 
" simple truths of rehgion," every church and every 
bethel aspiring to instil its own infallible dogma 
along with the compound of commercialism. Not 
till they recognise the fact that the proposition that 
two and two make four is as much a part of 
religious education, is as indispensable to the proper 
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understanding of the universe as the knowledge 
of the One in Three and the Three in One, will 
these complexities of illusion vanish before the 
touch of simple reality. 

It is not so much what books and schools can 
teach, but what life as a whole can teach, that 
determines the standard of education. How much 
of that which is injected with so much labour 
and cost in school and university goes to the 
formation of adipose tissue which is speedily worn 
away in the rough-and-tumble of life. Priceless 
is the knowledge to be learned in the fresh air 
and the sunshine, in the boundless expanses of 
nature, which would build up the body and brain 
of teacher and pupil alike. But these waste un- 
treasured treasures lie outside the schoolroom, 
outside our poverty-stricken and wealth-stricken 
cities, outside the curriculum of our civilised 
existence. 

The well-read man is one who has read deeply 
of the facts he has seen and experienced, whose 
brain and body are well attuned to the moving 
forces of life around him. The love of father and 
mother educe him from their own body and brain, 
the desire for food, the manifold hungers of boy- 
hood and youth, his daily work, the girl he loves, 
the children he begets, all these educe him. This 
old sailor who works with me in the wharf has 
been through the navy, has lived the life of a 
fisherman, working hard to bring up a large family, 
he is deeply versed in the lore of the sea and the 
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sky, in the habits of birds and fishes, of men and 
women ; he represents a true type of the well-read 
man. 

If by some X-ray power of vision the student 
of life could look within the bony cavity, where 
the blood waters the grey cells, where the universe 
of thought is knit with the universe of matter, what 
a vast panorama of consciousness would be pre- 
sented to view. He would see at a glance all sorts 
and conditions of brain development, and their 
varied relations with external phenomena ; where 
leisure and study have enlarged the domain of 
thought; where the dull routine of physical toil 
has contracted it ; where strong drink and bad 
food have bedimmed its activities ; where a new 
idea is reorganising the intellectual structure. 
Regarding the brain of workers and foremen, of 
clerks keeping the books, of merchants bargaining 
on the market ; the brain of loafer and tramp ; 
of lawyer, of doctor, of financier ; the brain of 
cracksman and bookie, of the judge who tries 
them ; of poets, philosophers, musicians ; he 
would distinguish the subtle convolutions of 
thought and the deep gulf of knowledge and 
ignorance, as wide as the yawning abysses in 
time and space created. 

Yet to him who touches the heart of Democracy 
the way of access lies open into all these cavities 
of thought. He begins to ascend that mount of 
knowledge from which he can behold all the 
kingdoms of the brain, to know the Unity of the 
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Will behind all its diversity of expression ; to see 
from within the dynamic force of desire which 
keeps the vast mechanism in motion, which 
actuates the highest intellect and the lowest, the 
mind of a Shakespeare and the mind of the 
dullest boor. 

This is the dawning of a Cosmic Sense, and to 
understand its relation to the past, the present, 
and the future of our intellectual growth we must 
understand the three stages of consciousness of 
which philosophy begins to speak ; the simple 
consciousness of the animal, of the babe, void of 
the knowledge of a separate Self ; the brain con- 
sciousness of the man, bounded on every side by 
the limitations of that knowledge, yet ever grow- 
ing through struggle and experience, and ever 
vaguely yearning for freedom of a larger life ; 
and beyond, the Cosmic Man, the Real Christ, 
who has burst the narrow bonds of the separate 
Self, who has entered into the life and mastery 
of the Whole. 

But still on that middle course is the great mass 
of humanity blindly rushing, using the growth of 
brain power to satisfy the desires of the separate 
Self at the expense of the suffering and degradation 
of others. 

Driven forth by these predatory lusts of the 
spirit, the brain has become the veritable Wander- 
ing Jew of consciousness doomed to roam the earth 
and find no rest from the endless strife of existence 
till the Master of Life is found, 
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By Arms and the Man was the world at one time 
fashioned. By war the brain was schooled in those 
powers of organisation out of which the world-wide 
civilisations grew. The Gods, the kings, the thought 
forms, the faith forms, were shaped and moulded 
by its influence. 

But now that the strife of commerce has encom- 
passed the strife of war, of Brains and the Man the 
world is ever ringing. He of the pushful brain is 
the winner in the race of life. He is the Superman 
in this heaven and hell of commercialism. He is 
the master of Art and of Science. He is the magnet 
of wealth and of power. He is the spirit of 
Progress, that progress which is supposed to 
depend on the efficiency of the brain, which dooms 
millions to a pauper's grave, to ignorance, to lunacy, 
and disease. 

But this world of strife will re-echo with another 
sound ere long. For the real Superman is not of 
the brain but the heart. He regards these separate 
kingdoms of the brain, and the age-long struggle 
of Ideas which has fashioned them. But He has 
learned the secret of the brain, that of itself it is 
nothing. It exists only for the unfolding of that 
which lies beyond, which has contained and con- 
trolled its activities all the time. The triumphs of 
man over man, of man over nature, these are the 
means by which he has wrought in himself this 
wonderful vehicle of thought. But when it is fully 
formed and perfect it is destined for other uses. 
It is the means of entrance into the kingdom of 
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life, [but it is not the kingdom of life. He who 
commands the heart is the master of the brain. All 
the petty triumphs of man over man, the care, the 
thought, the pride, the fear that belong to the 
prison-houses of the brain no longer contain Him ; 
He passes out beyond, into the joy and the mastery 
of the Whole. 

But where are the breakers of the bonds, the 
pioneers of freedom ? " Not in this mountain nor 
in Jerusalem shall ye worship the Father, for God 
is a Spirit." Not in the university nor the school- 
room, not in the quiet study nor the well-stocked 
library is the sole fount of knowledge, but wherever 
the desire to know springs up in the human heart 
the living waters flow. How hardly can the 
leisurely, well-read, well-to-do person enter into 
the kingdom of knowledge which opens out to the 
worker struggling for his intellectual heritage. The 
very facts that oppress the heart and enslave the 
body, the long hours of labour, the dead weight of 
a commercial environment are more instructive 
than the theories of professors. What does it cost 
you, O lonely ones, to dwell in a wilderness of 
soulless mediocrity, with the flies of the market- 
place (as Nietzsche phrases it) buzzing round after 
their sweetness ? Yet, if you can bear the hunger 
and thirst of the spirit, out of that strife the creative 
powers of the Self will be born, and strength will 
be yours to galvanise with electric thought the 
inert mass which threatened your extinction. The 
path which seemed at first to lead to greater lone- 
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liness and separateness leads at last to more perfect 
unity and identity. They who have gained the 
power to look to that great beyond, behold where 
the tree of knowledge of good and evil, of wisdom 
and ignorance is rooted deep in the heart of 
Democracy ; that the ignorance of the ignorant is 
the measure of the wisdom of the wise, that the hfe 
and fruition of the individual brain is as dependent 
upon the fruition of the common brain as the life 
of the individual leaf is dependent upon the life of 
the whole tree. 

Now that science has divorced emotion from the 
knowledge of the brain ; now that mechanical 
philosophy has relegated feeling, the primary mode 
of consciousness, to the province of " the Unknow- 
able," and laid the foundations of knowledge in the 
secondary province of thought; now that life and 
thought have been balanced completely on the 
apex of the brain, the great revolution commences : 
we are beginning to realise our topsy-turvy posi- 
tion. We must become the knowers of that 
" Unknowable," the voyagers of that deep, till the 
feeling and the knowledge of Identity are the only 
basis of life. 

How vainly did Nietzsche strive to create the 
Superman out of the blind struggle of Ideas, out of 
the froth and fancies of the brain. How vainly the 
socialist creates with his brain a perfect system of 
social reorganisation. How vainly the sociologist 
creates a science of eugenics by which to breed a 
perfect race, He will furnish you with a diagram 
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of the woman you ought to love, he will prove by 
statistics what should be the colour of her eyes 
and the shape of her nose, but can you love 
her? 

How vainly the theologian endeavours to formu- 
late a science of God when his theory can only 
serve as an indication of his remoteness from the 
Fact. 

How vainly the rationalist reduces the universe 
to his logical formulas. 

How vainly the teacher strives to inculcate 
knowledge by the force-pump system of educa- 
tion while the school of life inculcates ignorance 
and sloth. 

The true teacher -does not teach from paper 
qualificatrons, but from the qualifications of the 
heart, from the extent to which he or she can 
enter into the feelings and stimulate the desires of 
the little ones. 

The true rationalism does not consist in logic- 
chopping and straw-splitting, but in tracing to 
their rational source the irrational forms of 
belief. 

The true socialism does not depend merely upon 
the economic systems of the brain, but upon 
the dynamic desires of the heart. The thoughts 
and theories with which we exercise the brain are 
of value not because they can lead to any one 
solution of things, but because they ferret round 
about, they reveal the blind alleys of the soul 
till at last it finds the way that leads onward to 

B 
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the source of desire, to the knowledge of the Real 
Self. 

For this the brain must labour to prepare the 
way of the Lord, to make straight the pathway of 
the Real Christ into the heart of Democracy. 
Only when He commands the heart will the 
fruits of the brain be realised, will the school 
of life become a fit school for the Brains of 
Democracy. 

As a carpenter, as a common man. He revealed 
the kingdom of the Cosmic Man, to the fisher- 
men and the common folk who bear the burden of 
labour. As a mere God of belief were schools and 
universities founded in His name, did He become 
the centre of all the culture and learning of the 
West, And only thus has He remained the Master 
of schools and churches, while priest and warrior, 
while usurer and property-owner, have employed 
the culture of the schools and the power of the 
churches to solidify their class interests and 
ideas. 

But now is the day of His great renaissance in 
the heart of Democracy, when school and church 
and university must teach the knowledge of the 
Real Christ, the Common Man, the Saviour of 
Democracy. 

Long enough has the brain been a prodigal and 
a wanderer apart from Him over the barren wastes 
of desire, seeking to realise the Self in the illusions 
of separate consciousness, Long enough has it 
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schooled itself in the exercises of war, creating the 
pictures of the warrior brain, the lusts of battle and 
slaughter, of physical domination. Long enough 
has it bartered itself in the market-place, has it 
wasted its substance in the riotous lusts of posses- 
sion ; has it crushed and degraded itself in the 
heaven and hell of commercialism,' 

Long enough has it dealt with shadows, with the 
theories, the beliefs, the philosophies of things. It 
is time to come to realities, to the Eternal Man, 
the Eternal Self at the centre of things ; that we 
may use this instrument of thought no longer as 
slaves but as masters of the picture forms of desire ; 
that we may create the brain of the Superman who 
is Lord over the Self, who knows his identity with 
every other Self. 

This is the vision I see as I work at my daily 
task, as I read the books in the old desk, as I read 
the book of life within and around me. This is the 
lesson I learn as I hear the school-bell ringing, as I 
see the tower of the Catholic Cathedral rising above 
the sordid streets, the sordid mother nursing her 
babe on the doorstep. The Holy Mother and 
Child must still remain a symbol of the race con- 
sciousness, the true symbol of education, sorrow- 
ing over the malformed body and brain, and raising 
up the perfect type of manhood and womanhood. 
Who but the mother can educe the child, can 
nourish its body and brain as it grows in the womb, 
can teach it the wisdom of the book of life as it 
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springs into manhood ? Who but the Holy Mother 
can bring forth the Son of Man in whom is 
manifest the perfect law of identity ? 

All-conquering brain that rests secure upon this basis ; 
None can resist Thee, none can overwhelm Thee, 
All must bow before Thee, the Lord of Love. 



CHAPTER V 

CONDITIONS 

" Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will 
give you rest. 

"Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am meek and 
lowly in heart : and ye shall find rest unto your souls. 

" For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light." 

— ^Jesus the Carpenter. 

How weary one is, coming home over the- bridge, 
through the muddy streets, after a long day and 
working late, after twelve or thirteen hours of in- 
cessant toil. Every limb aches with the long 
tension and struggle, and the mind strives to collect 
its scattered elements of thought, which have been 
drawn perforce into the vortex of the passing hour, 
and regain its calm and freedom. The rows of 
lights are dotted along the embankment and over 
the bridges, casting long quivering shafts in the 
water. The furnaces at the gas-works belch forth 
their ruddy flames. Tugs with coloured lights dis- 
played are swiftly ploughing the water, drawing 
behind them long strings of barges under the 
bridge. The dark surface of the swiftly-moving 
tide reflects these shapes and colours, as the stream 
of consciousness mirrors the experiences of life. 
There is always something in the sight of flowing 

69 
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water which suggests the deep subconscious current 
of human life flowing ever towards the unknown 
sea. The traffic roars along the streets, the trams 
and 'buses bear homeward their burden of tired 
workers. 

How small a matter does one's particular pain 
and weariness become when related to the general 
pain and weariness ; the tired factory hands, the 
jaded clerks and teachers, the cares of business, of 
money-making and money-losing gnawing at the 
heart ; the burden of weak and diseased bodies, of 
sorrow and death. The joy of life expands the 
human spirit in healthy exaltation, even when pain 
and weariness contract the physical. For deeper 
down than the physical the soul enlarges through 
the touch of pain, to feel its oneness with all that 
suffer. Is it towards this sea of cosmic conscious- 
ness that these streams of human energy are 
flowing, and are the sorrows of the weary and 
heavy-laden in very truth the way that leads 
towards eternal life ? 

The newspaper placards tell their tale of war, of 
tragedy, of theft ; they seem to give voice to the 
cry of the pessimist, that the blind forces of ignor- 
ance, lust, and oppression must ever rule over this 
mouldy crust of a planet. As I pass down the 
sordid streets I see the little coffins in the shop- 
windows, awaiting the bodies of the many little 
ones who refuse to accept the conditions of civi- 
lised life in the slums, in the one-room tenements, 
in diseased and ill-nourished bodies. Even the 
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wild birds and animals, with their limited brain 
capacity, can find more perfect conditions of exist- 
ence than these, in the forests and prairies, in the 
realms of air which they inhabit. They find the 
food and drink which they love ; they find abound- 
ing life and vitality without doctors and hospitals ; 
they find the God of their race consciousness with- 
out temples and priests. Those that prey upon 
other species do it swiftly and suddenly, they do 
not bind them to their service through lives of toil 
and pain and disease. 

But we poor humans, with our infinitely greater 
brain capacity, who command all the forces of 
animate and inanimate nature to minister to our 
desires, we alone, of all the creatures on the earth, 
create conditions which doom the greater part of 
our race to lives of perpetual toil and worry and 
disease, to physical conditions against which every 
healthy animal instinct revolts. 

Must we go to the animals and learn how to 
organise our social relations ? Or is there that 
within us which stifles the cry of the pessimist, 
knowing that man's inhumanity to man is the way 
of his ascent to the higher manhood, that the con- 
sciousness which is now animal must tread the path 
which we are treading, must seek the deliverance 
which we are seeking, in some distant cycle of time? 

The problem of conditions is the problem of the 
soul's deepest truth. Not till we begin to see the 
real nature of the thing conditioned do we begin to 
see the real solution of the problem of conditions. 
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The knowledge of that reaUty does not depend 
upon the degree of thought only, but upon the 
depth of feeling distilled from the struggle and 
suffering of the race. It is not a question of books, 
of theories of culture only, it is a question of the 
soul's growth and experience. 

Whitman saw with clearest vision the root of 
the whole problem of conditions. He saw the 
Will which is both the conditions and the thing 
conditioned : — 

" Strange and hard that paradox true I give 
Objects gross and the unseen soul are one." 

In the meaning of that paradox lies the solution of 
all the questions of our external relations that most 
vitally affect us. 

The common-sense theory of conditions at pre- 
sent prevailing is that of a material organism in 
relation to a material environment. But the day 
is coming when this common-sense will become 
nonsense, when a deeper and a truer sense will 
become the common-sense. Behind the organism 
and its material environment will be seen the desire- 
will which animates it, and the Idea which shapes 
it. If the thing conditioned in this heaven and hell 
of commercialism were unknowable, then were the 
problem of conditions insoluble. But because it is 
knowable, and because in that knowledge lies the 
realisation of our true life and identity, the problem 
of conditions is solvable for every living soul. 

Cold-blooded science is a delusion remote from 
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the life we really live. The more we endeavour to 
separate feeling from thought the more does it 
warp and becloud our judgment ; only as we work 
in it and through it does it generate the luminous 
vision of reality. 

Spencer, like a spiritual Columbus, sailed the 
seas of thought in search of the real Self, and 
picking up a few of the floating twigs and berries 
which give indisputable evidence of the existence 
of that unknown land, returned to the haven of 
empirical science from which he started, to declare 
it unknowable. He carried his relf-realised illusion 
of an inner and outer factor through his biological, 
psychological, and sociological investigations, and 
brought it to bear upon the problems of socialism 
and individualism. Had he traversed the same 
course in the knowledge and the faith of Identity, 
the solution of the problem of conditions that 
underlies the surface principles of collectivism and 
individualism had not been hidden from him. 

Only as we observe the growth of the Idea as 
it springs from the fundamental desires of our own 
nature, can we realise the evolution of organic life 
as the manifestation of One creative Will. The 
struggle of life is then seen throughout, not merely 
as the struggle of material forms, but as the struggle 
of Ideas for expression. Every form of life, as it 
adapts itself to the struggle with nature and with 
other species, works upon a creative Idea peculiar 
to itself, to its own species, as do our own thoughts 
in relation to the thoughts of others. Environment 
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does not determine the form of the Idea, nor the 
Idea the form of the environment, but they are one 
and interdependent. The environment is embodied 
in the Idea of the organism, as our environment 
exists in our thoughts. 

The knowledge vsrhich comes through feeHng, 
through sympathy, through identity, though it does 
not alter the facts of organic evolution, as observed 
by the ordinary methods of science, gives them an 
entirely new meaning. It is one thing to catalogue 
the habits of birds, of beasts, of men and women, and 
another to enter as far as possible into direct rela- 
tion with the creative force which animates them. 

That the world is my Idea, that environment is 
not an external fact in the ordinary sense, but a 
fact of the soul, is demonstrable not only on the 
lines of philosophic idealism but of biological 
science. Every function of the animal organism, 
sexual, nutritive, or locomotive, is the expression of 
the will to live, in relation to material conditions ; 
it is the Idea of those conditions manifested in 
consciousness, developing through countless forms 
of adaptation into a more perfect medium of ex- 
pression. 

Thus the form of the individual man or animal 
embodies the Idea of conditions which has ani- 
mated countless generations of their kind in relation 
to earth and air, and sun and water. The more 
advanced the conscious organism, the more per- 
fectly does it embody the external universe within 
itself. Matter is not a dead property, but a living 
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symbol of the Cosmic Will, wrought into the very 
texture of the living man. The poet who sings 
of the forms of nature as a part of himself is not 
interpreting a poetic idea only, but a biological 
fact. 

Thus upon the form of the Idea depends the 
nature of the conditions as well as of the thing 
conditioned. What we desire most strongly makes 
up the sum of our internal and external conditions. 
Whatever lies beyond the range of our physical 
and spiritual desire has no existence for us, though 
it may be a constant element of our environment. 
One species will live in peace and plenty where 
another will perish, because of the form of its 
desire ; one person will find ample satisfaction in 
a social and mental atmosphere which is purgatory 
to another. The everlasting hills which exalted the 
soul of the psalmist are only "considerable pro- 
tuberances" to the mind of a Johnson. 

But the chief environment of man is man. Not 
till we grasp the relation of the individual to society 
does the real meaning of the problem of conditions 
become apparent. As the animal organism is the 
expression of thought and desire in relation to 
external nature, so the soul of man is the expression 
of thought and desire in relation to social environ- 
ment. Every quality of thought and emotion in 
the individual is the manifestation of the conditions 
of human society in consciousness. According to 
the measure of moral and spiritual growth does 
the Idea of other selves become an integral part of 
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the individual Self. The more evolved the man, 
the more perfectly does he manifest the Idea of 
the whole within himself. 

If in relation to other species it is impossible 
to reach the true source of the creative Idea with- 
out feeling its activity within ourselves, how much 
more essential is that feeling of identity, the dawn- 
ing sense of cosmic consciousness, when dealing 
with the problem of human conditions, with the 
crowds hurrying homeward over the bridge. The 
tendency of science thus far, in carrying forward 
the mechanical theory of organic evolution into 
the problems of human relationship, has been to 
eliminate, as far as theories can eliminate, the soul 
of man from the cosmos. The result would be 
more serious but that the power of the brain-made 
theory is far less extensive than we imagine. There 
is always plenty of non-theoretical wisdom to coun- 
terbalance its influence. 

Socialism, more than any other scheme for the 
solution of the problem of conditions, is theoreti- 
cally dominated by the scientific tendency of the 
age, and has pushed it to its extreme limits in 
the theory of economic determinism. Though it 
is essentially a religious movement, springing out 
of the feeling of the organic unity of the race, yet 
its natural antagonism to the old religious systems, 
which have served so well the interests of class pre- 
dominance, has caused it to adopt very largely the 
materialistic interpretation of science as a heaven- 
sent revelation of truth. 
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That " economic phenomena form the founda- 
tion and determining conditions of all other human 
and social manifestations, and consequently ethics, 
law, politics are only derivative phenomena deter- 
mined by the economic factor, in accordance with 
the conditions of each particular people, in every 
phase of history and under all climatic conditions," ^ 
is the basic principle of this social philosophy. 

Here is no foundation for the doctrine of the 
higher man who will master the problem of con- 
ditions, but of the man who is eternally slave to 
the economic forces of life. The problem of con- 
ditions is to be solved by the propitiation and 
manipulation of the economic powers which are 
the ultimate of this material cosmos, existing apart 
from the Will and determining the course of human 
evolution from the outside. 

It is the doctrine of the higher man with the 
Man left out. It is the thought mechanical seeking 
to transmute itself into the life mechanical, but it 
cannot succeed, by reason of the fact that economic 
phenomena have no existence apart from the Will 
and Idea in which they originate. Economic science 
is first and last the study of the directive principles 
of human desire. It is not that the influence of 
environment is exaggerated by this theory, but 
that it has a far deeper significance than materia- 
listic philosophy can ever attach to it. Only 
through the knowledge of the Will in ourselves, 
and in every being around us, can we begin to 
* Ferri's " Socialism and Science," 
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see the whole truth of the environment and of the 
individual and social self which creates it. 

The philosophy of the Stoics, as an affirmation 
of the Will, forms a suggestive contrast to the mate- 
rialistic theory of conditions. Modern Socialism is 
directed to the modification of external conditions ; 
the old stoicism was wholly directed to the modifi- 
cation of the Will within its conditions. If we cannot 
change conditions we can endure them and shape 
the life within to whatever form we will. " For 
nothing," says Epictetus, " that the will willeth can 
hinder or hurt the will. But itself only can hurt 
itself." And further he taught that a man should 
be both bold and fearful : bold as to the things 
that concern his conditions, and fearful as to the 
things that concern his will. " For if one should 
transfer his tearfulness to the realms of the will, 
and the works thereof, straightway together with 
the intention of fearing to do wrong, he shall have 
it in his power to avoid doing it, but if he uses 
it in things out of his power, and beyond the will, 
then striving to avoid things that are in others' 
power, he shall of necessity be terrified and un- 
settled and troubled." 

Here the Will individual is represented as abso- 
lute within its own domain, having the power to 
determine within itself the character of its relation 
with environment. But what of the Will social ? 
There the moral philosophy of the Stoics, though 
it represents the more fundamental side of the Will, 
is as limited on the one hand as economic Socialism 
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is limited on the other. It is content to demonstrate 
the impregnability of the individual soul, by carry- 
ing on a purely defensive battle against social 
environment. It does not lay claim to the whole 
province of the Will, and carry the war into the 
enemy's country to modify environment in accord- 
ance with its own idea. 

" Out of the night that covers me. 
Black as the pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed." 

Henley's superb hymn of stoicism is a battle-cry 
of victory to the individual soul. But the individual 
soul is only unconquerable in its destiny of self- 
realisation as it achieves its identity with the social 
soul, the world soul. 

To join together these opposing principles, the 
ideal of Socialism with the ideal of Individualism, 
to know that they are rooted in one and the same 
fact ; that the conquest of the outer Will is essen- 
tial to the conquest of the inner Will, that to modify 
the one is to modify the other, this is the doctrine 
of the Higher Man, of the man who will gain 
complete command over the internal and external 
forces of life. 

What is the meaning of this iron law of environ- 
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ment which holds me in its grip, those relentless 
economic facts which encircle the weary toilers 
pouring homeward through the streets ? 

It is not matter, it is the will of man, the ideas 
of man, that compass us round about, that give 
shape and form to all the material conditions of 
life and labour in this great city. 

This bridge that bears me dry-shod over the 
river is the fruit of the creative idea of countless 
generations of men, of their life and struggle and 
desire. No mere thought-form does it seem — to 
get up in the wintry weather before daybreak 
and go to work till after sundown. Yet is it the 
will of man, the ideas of man, that press upon the 
limbs and muscles, that bear upon the heart and 
brain in this atmosphere of commerce. Through 
the long hours of labour there is no time to think 
or to dream. The truck must move quickly over 
the floor, the bushelman must bushel quickly, the 
weigher must weigh quickly ; every power of hand 
and brain and muscle must be exercised to get 
the work done. And yet the hardest facts of life 
are made of the stuff that dreams are made of. 

" For there is nothing either good or evil, but thinking 
makes it so." 

" O God ! I could be bounded by a nutshell and count 
myself a king of infinite space, were it not that I have bad 
dreams." 

These dreams and desires of the Will it is that 
create the best conditions the wealth of the age 
can supply ; that create the great mansions and 
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palaces, the iron laws of property, of economic 
power and predominance, the judges, the police- 
men, the prisons to protect them. 

These dreams and desires of the Will it is that 
create the slums and tenements of the poor, the 
most degrading conditions of life that the age can 
devise. In the great factories and workshops, in 
the dark mines, in the shops and offices, they shape 
the conditions of life and labour. Here may be 
one with the thought capacity of a Ruskin or a 
Milton, but the will and idea of the company 
promoter, of the dividend seeker, has dominion 
over him. The blood which has coursed all day 
through limb and muscle in the service of capital 
comes dull and impure to the higher services of 
thought. How many poets and artists, how many 
scientists and inventors, are crushed beneath the 
economic Juggernaut car on which the money- 
making brain is enthroned as the supreme deity ! 

Yet these physiological, these economic facts, 
are not the ultimate ; and, still to the soul that 
strives, the bonds which bind it may become the 
means of its ascension to a greater freedom. In 
the deeper knowledge of the Self, environment is 
one with the soul within us. Though all our 
efforts seem to come to naught, nothing is lost 
in the cosmos of the soul. As we modify the Will 
within ourselves we modify the Will in other selves 
which constitute our environment. 

The Material facts are but the shadows, the 
ideas which shape them are the reality. And 
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these ideas of commercialism, which have gained 
dominion over us, are they not the shadows of a 
greater reality ? They are like the bloody rites 
and sacrifices of bygone beliefs to some Moloch 
of Power, to whom those who sacrifice and those 
who are sacrificed are equally submissive. When 
we have transcended the desires from which they 
spring into being, they and the measureless suffer- 
ing they entail will become as the baseless fabric 
of a dream. To change the outer fact we must 
change the inner fact. If our whole environment 
could be changed in the twinkling of an eye, by 
some external agency, while the Will within re- 
mained the same, nothing would be changed, but 
the evil forms would reappear from their fecund 
source of creation. But smite with a new Idea 
at the heart, at the Will, and the whole world of 
fact will tumble down about your ears. 

Socialism will never conquer as an economic 
theory, but as a super-economic fact. Its economic 
basis is no basis at all, but only a passing phase 
in the development of the idea for which the 
current vogue of materialistic science is respon- 
sible. Many and varied are the shapes which 
arise in the brain of the social reformer, as now 
in this theory and now in that theory is seen the 
only solution of the problem of conditions. But 
the Sun of Identity shining through the clouds 
of darkness in every earnest soul is the same. 

Economic phenomena are not the determining 
factor of social evolution, they are the common 
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material of desire, upon whose complete mastery 
and determination depends the solution of the 
problem of conditions. That mastery must be 
subjective in the Will before it can be objective 
in the social and political organisation. There's 
the rub. Materialistic socialism puts the economic 
cart before the horse of the will ; it would gain 
dominion over the external expression before it 
has mastered the thing expressed. 

Not to exalt the economic factor, but to de- 
throne it from its paramount place in the scheme 
of life, is the only way of social regeneration. The 
less we think of our digestive organs, the better 
we assimilate our food. The less we exercise our 
brains upon the dismal science as an all-absorbing 
principle of life, the sooner will the economic 
problem be solved. The predatory lusts of civilisa- 
tion have brought the economic functions of society 
into such a chronic state of indigestion because 
the whole energy of thought and desire has been 
directed to their functioning. Only as we take 
less thought of these dyspeptic matters, which are 
now the all-absorbing interests of life, and make 
them subsidiary to the transcendent interests of 
the race life, will they adjust themselves in healthy 
relationship, will their vile rumblings and grum- 
blings be made to cease. 

Not by appealing to the lowest common factor 
of the human ego do we touch the centre-spring 
of life and action. The conditions of life are 
always created by those who are able to transcend 
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conditions, to mould them to the form of their 
own Idea. It is the abstract ideas of religion, 
of patriotism, which have ruled over the ages, 
which have inspired the devotion and sacrifice of 
all ardent and creative spirits. The true socialism, 
the true Idea of Democracy, must come, first, as 
a religion which illuminates the life within, and, 
secondly, as an Idea made manifest in all the 
social and material relations of life. It must 
answer the cry of the individual soul for light 
and deliverance as completely as it answers the 
cry of the social soul, of the world-soul, for light 
and deliverance. For the individual soul is the 
microcosm of the world-soul, and the answer to 
the one is identical with the answer to the other. 

Within all conditions is that which is uncondi- 
tioned, the boundless creative Self, dimly figured 
in all forms of belief, but now to be revealed 
through the knowledge and the Will direct. Do 
you think that the little which is manifest in you 
and in me, which our varied relations with life 
and experience call forth, is all that we are and 
shall be, that these girls coming out of the 
factories, that these men coming out of the gas- 
works, or out of the flour-mills, are just what 
they ever will be ? Does not each one contain 
in his physical and spiritual Ego the Creative 
Idea of many lives, of many conditions, through 
which at last the Godhead of the Self will be 
fully realised. 

In the knowledge of that Real Self in the heart 
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of the common people lies the only solution of 
the problem of conditions. By this the Will indi- 
vidual exists no longer as a thing apart, it is one 
with the social Will which creates its conditions. 
Not only has every quality which it inherits 
developed in relation to that social environment, 
but the substance of that environment is identical 
with the substance of itself. The biological view 
of society 1 is an aid to this conception, but it 
does not complete it. Every separate cell in the 
social organism is economically and spiritually 
dependent for its existence upon the life of the 
whole, but the relation of the individual to society 
is something far deeper than the physical symbol 
suggests. For every separate Self has the power to 
reahse the life which animates the whole, and only 
in that life does it attain its own true existence. 
The fact behind the biological theory of society 
is the ever-living Christ, the Cosmic Man, in whom 
the organic unity of the race is fully realised. 

Socialism is the virgin Idea that awaits the 
coming of the bridegroom, even the Real Christ. 
It has lit its lamp meanwhile with the oil of 
materialism, whose dull flame illumines the utter 
darkness. But when the bridegroom comes the 
whole world will be lighted with the flame of the 
spirit. 

The true Socialism, the true Idea of Democracy, 
is come not to destroy the law of individuality 
but to fulfil it. What is this Self which you and 

^ See J. R. Macdonald's "Socialism and Society." 
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I bear with us in all our walks and ways ? This 
mortal flesh and blood, what is it and whence 
came it ? Not of our own desire, but as the 
fruit of the desire of our parents, and they of 
theirs ad infinitum. Can that be our Real Self 
which is not the product of our own desire ? 
Not only have all material ideas — ships, barges, 
ploughs, railways, and the like — which minister to 
our economic needs, developed in relation to social 
environment, but the very qualities of heart and 
brain with which we achieve success or failure 
are dependent for their growth and sustenance 
upon the like qualities in their environment. The 
more that individuality is developed, the more 
completely does it identify itself with that larger 
Self in the which lies the creative Will of its own 
existence. It is there, where the thing conditioned 
and the conditions are One, where the will of the 
individual is identical with the will of the race, 
that the Higher Man begins his being. 

Not with the economic man, vainly struggling 
to realise himself in the accumulation of property, 
but with that super-economic man lies the solu- 
tion of the problem of conditions. As he loves 
his own joy and strength and happiness, he cannot 
desire more in the economic sphere than will 
make him efficient for the service of the whole. 
To the eye beholding that reality, it is all illusion 
that the individual does not suffer with the whole, 
that he can realise his individuality apart from the 
whole ; that they who ride supreme in the economic 
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Juggernaut car over the crushed, the diseased, 
the degraded bodies of their fellows, are men of 
power and independence. They do not know 
what the hidden Christ within them knows, that 
they are blessed who suffer most from the illu- 
sions of separateness, are nearest to the fact of 
Identity ; that they who seem to profit most by 
the blood and tears and labour of others are 
farthest from the realisation of their true selves. 
They do not know that they who dwell in the 
splendid mansions and they who dwell in the 
slum tenements are one in their true life, are one 
in their true destiny ; that deep down in the 
abyss of every soul the Self of which it is the 
manifestation and every other Self around it are 
One. This pale, anaemic factory girl may stand 
nearer to the true source of power and vitality, 
to the true Idea of Democracy, than the sweater, 
than the full-blooded barbarian who preys upon 
her brain and body. The barriers of flesh and 
blood, of social and economic separateness, are 
of no avail. It is as much to the interests of the 
millionaire as of the pauper to solve the problem 
of conditions. For they who do not suffer in 
the flesh suffer in the very form and constitution 
of that which they call " themselves." They 
crucify the Christ within themselves, they know 
not what they do or what they are. 

This is the fact of the soul which transcends 
all conditions, which will create all conditions. 
This is the Idea which will strike direct to the 
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heart of Democracy, through all its good and 
through all its evil conditions, and set the creative 
spirit free. If the Identity of the Ego is not a 
fact of the cosmos, then all the external schemes 
of social organisation are of no avail. They are 
built upon the shifting theories of the brain, which 
the storm and stress of social and intellectual 
conflict will speedily overwhelm. But if our 
schemes of social reorganisation are based upon 
this transcendent fact of the Ego, they are founded 
upon a rock which no power can shake or over- 
throw. 

Standing in the engine-room I watch the gas- 
engine at work, doing the work of many workers. 
It makes the building vibrate with the powerful 
strokes of the piston-rod. It fills the ears with 
the noise of exploding gas, with the din and rattle 
and whirr of machinery. I see in the whirling 
belts and wheels and cranks the microcosm of 
all our modern conditions. How the piston-rod 
has plunged into the heart of our modern civilisa- 
tion ; how these material mechanical Ideas, which 
have sprung out of the physical needs and desires 
of the race, out of the age-long toil of the human 
body in its struggle with nature, have trans- 
formed the whole environment of man. How 
they wrought the great industrial revolution ; 
how they forced our fathers from field and farm 
into the crowded cities ; how they have set the 
imprisoned forces of nature free to express the 
desires which lie in the heart of man. 
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The clay and stone, the coal and iron in the 
earth, the forest trees, the fruits and harvests of 
distant lands, are swiftly brought out of their 
natural relations and moulded into the form of 
the human Idea. The steel plates of the great 
ships are riveted together in the yards, and they 
slide off the slips into the water-way. Ever 
swifter and larger, cities and palaces of luxury in 
themselves, they plough the ocean depths. The 
railways, the electric telegraphs, have brought the 
ends of the earth together, and have caused the 
remotest quarters to vibrate in unison. And still 
with unabated vigour the human brain is striving 
to supersede the old mechanical Ideas by new ones, 
to make the outer world respond more rapidly to 
the inner forms of desire. 

Yet with it all, ;with all the powers of creation 
these mechanical Ideas have brought, they have 
done nothing to lift the burden of toil and sorrow 
from the world. They have only served to intensify 
the struggle for life, to make the battle-field of 
industry and the battle-field of war more terrible 
and relentless. They have raised up new classes 
of men to prey upon the labour of their fellows. 
They have increased the breed of the microbes of 
worry, of the microbes of getting-on, a thousand- 
fold, in the brains both of the successful and of 
the unsuccessful. They have made the daily task 
of millions a dull, monotonous round of soul- 
destroying toil in foul and sunless air. They have 
driven the hosts of the unemployed and unemploy- 
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able into the streets and workhouses. And though 
the productive power of these mechanical forces 
should be increased a hundredfold, they will not 
feed the hungry and clothe the naked, unless a new 
Idea of the Self is born in the heart of the people. 
They will still create the splendid mansions, the 
perfect conditions of comfort and luxury, while 
the cry of the children, the moaning of men 
and women go up beneath the pall of smoke 
which rises like incense from the tall factory 
chimneys. 

Civilised man has become the tool of his own 
tools, the toy of his own toys. Though he has 
learnt the principles of mechanical material crea- 
tion, he has not learnt the principle of the creative 
powers of the Self. 

These forces would serve to create the joy and 
beauty and gladness of life, as readily as they now 
create its sorrow and degradation. But because of 
the lusts we permit to dwell in our hearts, we must 
suffer these things. All the sweet things of life are 
turned to bitterness ; they grind like grit in the 
teeth of those who consume them, because of the 
hardness of their hearts, because of the broken 
lives, the diseased bodies and feeble brains with 
which they are created. 

And it is well that in our external life we suffer 
from the illusion and ignorance of our internal life. 
For only thus can the source of all Ideas and 
desires be changed and illuminated. Only thus 
can the part be made to realise its Identity with the 
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whole, and the transcendent fact of our nature 
become manifest. 

The good that we would do we cannot do, and 
the evil that we would not do, that we must do in 
this heaven and hell of commercialism. 

Who shall deliver us from the body of this death, 
from our diseased and warring members ? It is 
not the conditions that niake the man, but the man 
who makes the conditions. 

Who but the Man who is whole, who is perfect 
in the law of Identity, can create the perfect con- 
ditions of life ? Who but the Son of Man, the true 
Superman, who is Lord over the Self, who knows 
his identity with every other Self, has power to 
deliver us ? 

The earth is the Lord's and the fulness thereof, 
and only the Real Christ in the Heart of Democracy 
can possess it in beauty and strength, can cast out 
the predatory Idea and create the social Idea, can 
give to the weary and heavy-laden their rest. 



CHAPTER VI 

THE ART OF LIFE 

" We are approaching a great culmination in tlie history of the 
human race. We are approaching a period when mankind will rise to 
something like a true understanding of Life, and to a subjugation of 
Materials to the need of expression. . . . Morality is itself an Art. 
It is the art of life and so the greatest of Arts." 

— Edward Carpenter, Angels' Wings. 

I 

I GO sometimes in the dinner-hour to the picture- 
gallery along the Embankment, which stands amid 
barracks and model dwellings where the grim old 
prison stood. Here where once the transgressors 
of civilised law and order, the brutalised men, the 
degraded women, worked out their expiation to the 
gods of property and social vengeance, where eyes 
of sullen hate looked out from the prison bars, 
Art has made its abode. It is not that Art has 
triumphed over crime, but only that the place of 
expiation has been removed to another district. 
The prison is an integral part of the Art of life, as 
well as the picture-gallery. It is as much an in- 
dication of the standard of Art to which our 
civilisation has attained as pictures and statuary. 
Coming out of the common scenes of labour and 

92 
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commerce into the temple of Art, I bring with me 
the Idea of the Art of Democracy, of the Art of 
life as a whole. Like Walt Whitman — 

" In a little house keep I pictures suspended. 
It is not a fixed house, it is round. 
It is only a few inches from one side to the other, 
Yet behold it has room for all the shows in the world." 

This is the original picture-gallery of life from 
which the artist paints his pictures, in which the 
will and desire of the whole body and soul create 
the form of the Idea. The more room it affords 
for the Idea of our common life and destiny, for 
the representation of the common men and women 
in the street, the more fully do we enter into the 
kingdom of pure Art. 

Standing on the polished oak floor, the skilful 
combinations of colour enable me to see and feel 
something of what the artist has seen and felt in 
his relations with life and nature: the still winter 
scene, the soft snow and the willow trees tinted 
with the glow of sunset ; the tragedies of history 
and of humble life ; Cromwell and his soldiers sing- 
ing their psalm of exultation after the battle ; the 
cottage girl with eyes full of trouble and sadness ; 
the scenes of death and renunciation, of happy 
childhood and joyous desire ; the shimmering heat 
of the noonday sun in the harvest-field, the cool 
meadows, the gorgeous afterglow ; the repose and 
freedom of animal life, the grime and toil of human 
life on the flowing river ; the blue mountains, the 
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flower-decked fields ; the nude classical figures, the 
clothed modern figures ; Mother Eve with her 
gleaming flesh of white marble ; the Christ crowned 
with thorns ; Hope sitting blindfold in a world of 
sorrow, with the last string of her lyre unbroken. 

But the hour is soon spent in the presence of 
these creations, in the contemplation of Ideas ex- 
pressed through the brain and nerve of the artist, 
with canvas and paint, with bronze and marble. I 
return from the glass-covered gallery to the low 
dark floors, to the dusty bulks of grain, to assist in 
creation of Ideas expressed by the cruder brain and 
muscle of labour, as it wrestles with the material 
facts of the universe ; to see the bargemen handling 
ropes and chains as they shift the barges ; to study 
the art of the tug captain as he manoeuvres his craft 
in the tideway. I begin to realise that to under- 
stand the Art of Life we must get behind all the 
expressions of life, not only what the artist creates 
in the studio, but what labour creates in the field, 
the factory, and the workshop, what the mother 
creates in the womb. 

The question put by Tolstoy, " What is Art ? " is 
synonymous with the question. What is life ? Only 
as we begin to see the meaning of Art do we begin 
to see the meaning of Life. For there is no entry 
into the kingdom of Art, there is no knowledge of 
life and reality, except in the conception of the 
Idea. 

However low we may descend in the scale of 
organic life, the Idea, the desire for life, is behind 
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the material form in which it becomes manifest. 
It is this Will, this Idea, which is the subject-matter 
of all forms of Art. Whether or not the artist 
concerns himself about the philosophy of his 
creations, whether he thinks of the forms which he 
represents as Ideas, he sees them as such, he feels 
them as such. 

It was in relation to Art that the philosophy of 
Schopenhauer found its deepest and truest ex- 
pression, because it was only through its portals 
that light and solace pierced into the gloom of his 
self-created universe. Though his pessimistic and 
undemocratic outlook, his lack of the evolutionary 
Idea, greatly limited the practical scope of his 
philosophy, and made the conception of the Art 
of Life impossible, yet even within the limits of his 
system there are many expressions in harmony with 
the development of that Idea. 

" When uplifted by the power of the spirit," he 
writes in a well-known sentence, " we relinquish 
the ordinary methods of observing things, and 
think no more of the Where, the When, the Why, 
and the Wherefore in things but only of the What ; 
when we dismiss even abstract Thought, the con- 
ception of the reason, and in place of all these 
things give up the whole power of the spirit to 
contemplation, occupy ourselves entirely with this 
and let it fill our whole consciousness ; whatever 
the object is, be it a landscape, a tree, a rock, a 
building, when to use a pregnant German phrase, 
we 'lose' ourselves entirely in this object, for- 
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getting our individuality, our Will, and becoming a 
pure mirror of the object, so that it is as though 
the object alone were there, without any one who 
perceives it, and the comtemplator can no longer 
be distinguished from the contemplation ; when in 
this way the object has passed out of all relation 
to anything outside itself, and the subject out of 
all relation to the Will : then indeed is the thing 
perceived no more the individual thing as such ; it 
is the Idea, the eternal form ; and in the same way 
does he who is rapt in this contemplation cease to 
be an individual any longer, for in such a con- 
templation the Individual is lost : he is the pure 
subject of cognition." 

This state of ecstasy is nothing else than the 
dawning sense of cosmic consciousness, the begin- 
ning and end of all forms of Art. Though Art 
itself is the product of active creation, and not of 
passive contemplation, yet every true artist must 
enter into the feeling indicated, and make his work 
lead up to it. The powers of execution and ex- 
pression, keenness of sight, delicacy of touch or 
literary style, are secondary to the illuminative 
vision. 

The painter cannot paint the simplest object till 
he can lose his individuality in the consciousness 
of the object, and re-create the Idea in the form 
of his art. The sculptor cannot represent the 
Idea which possesses him till his whole soul is 
pulsing in the marble block, till he loses himself 
in the limb and nerve and muscle, in the warm 
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blood, in the life force of the form which he 
creates — 

" Are not the mountains, waves and skies, a part 
Of me and of my soul, as I of them ?" 

asks the poet. And not only mountains and skies, 
but the joy and hope and desire of men and women 
must become a part of him before he can embody 
them in his songs and poems. To the dramatist, 
the novelist, all else in the world is a shadow, but 
the clash of desire and emotion in the characters, 
in whom for the time being he lives and moves 
and has his being. 

The actor, the actress, cannot act till they lose 
themselves in the Idea they impersonate, till they 
merge their own individuality, their every thought 
and impulse, in the personahty they represent. 

The composer whose only medium of expression 
is sound enters more directly than any other artist 
into the world of Ideas, touching the manifold 
chords of will and emotion upon which our con- 
scious existence depends. 

And what is true of the creation of Art is true 
also of its appreciation. Those who are able to 
enjoy it become lost in the contemplation of the 
picture or the marble, they are carried away by 
the beauty and passion of the poem, by the tragedy 
and humour, the forceful delineation of character 
and episode in the novel and the drama, by the 
exquisite rendering of the symphony. The end 
and consummation of Art is that it may enable us 

G 
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to see and to feel something of the Eternal Idea 
in the changing form ; that it may deliver us from 
the bondage of the individual self and its environ- 
ment, that it may mingle our personal conscious- 
ness, if only for a fleeting moment, with the glory 
of cosmic consciousness. 

While Schopenhauer with his philosophy of Ideas 
was able to enter the inner sanctuary of Art and 
reveal some of the hidden principles of its sacred 
being, materialistic philosophy which utilises science 
to discover something fundamental and all-inclusive 
in the mechanism of the brain stands completely 
outside the domain of Art. The Art faculty em- 
braces the Brain faculty ; it interprets the feeling 
and desire out of which the Brain faculty has 
developed. But as long as the blind moles of 
materialistic science burrow in their underground 
passages (a dog robbed of its brain hemispheres, 
a pigeon of the means of sexual expression i) to 
compass theoretical knowledge which needs no 
demonstration, the biology of the Art and expres- 
sion of life will await its Darwin. 

I call to mind the course of lectures on anthro- 
pology, the diagram by which the lecturer illus- 
trated his classification of the forces which have 
gone to the making of man ; how the nutritive, the 
reproductive, the educational forces, have worked 
together to determine his destiny. The universe 
is a mechanism for the evolution of brain stuff. 
The ideal man, the Apollo of the future, will be 

' See Professor Loeb's " Comparative Psychology." 



THE ART OF LIFE 99 

in the form of a peg-top with large head and 
spindle-shanks. As one would expect in such 
a cosmology, Art must be classed with play, as 
a surplus product of life. Man cannot live on 
Art, he creates it for his pleasure, as children 
make mud-pies ; it holds no place among the great 
forces which determine the course of human evo- 
lution. But even as the lecturer spoke his acts 
belied his words, he was using the art of speech 
to convey this wisdom to the minds of his 
audience. 

This is a true and logical exposition of the rela- 
tion of materialistic science to Art, and the measure 
of its remoteness from life and reality. As repre- 
senting the universe from the point of view of 
Art, Haeckel's empirical monism is no further 
evolved than one of his primitive monads. Wagner 
found in Schopenhauer a philosophic guide to the 
deepest truths of the musical Art he was develop- 
ing ; but who will find in Haeckel any guidance or 
inspiration to the realms of artistic creation ? Yet 
the facts of biology interpreted in the light of the 
Idea afford the surest guide into the kingdom of 
Art. From the remotest ages Art has been deeply 
rooted in the organic processes of life, but it has 
had no clear knowledge as to how or why it was 
so rooted. Science has come not to limit but 
to extend the domain of Art, to establish its organic 
relationship with every expression of life. 

Already in his "Art of Creation" Edward Car- 
penter has begun the work of transmuting into 
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metaphysical gold the cruder metals of mate- 
rialistic science, so that we may realise that there 
is no life without Art, that the whole creation, 
from the monad to the man, is a work of Art ; 
that Science, the knowledge of life based upon 
the deep foundation of the Will which impels its 
manifestation, is inseparable from Art, the ex- 
pression of life ; every development of the one 
depending entirely upon the support of the other. 
As high as Art soars into the sphere of abstract 
thought and emotion, knowledge goes with it, 
though not in the form of material Science. 
When Science loses touch with Art it abandons 
the power upon which it is wholly dependent 
for the expression of the truth that is within it. 
When Art builds upon any foundation other 
than the deepest truths of Science it is regard- 
less of the permanence and beauty of its own 
creations. 

The Art faculty, out of which the higher powers 
of artistic creation are evolved, is inherent in life 
from the beginning. It is the ruling power in the 
struggle of the species, which is better represented 
as the elementary education of life forms in the 
Art of existence than as a blind, mechanical process 
of selection. The whole secret of success for the 
living organism in attaining its needs and desires 
lies in the art of adaptation by which it modifies 
its structure and function to combat external forces. 
This power of adaptation implies the presence of 
the Art faculty, or the power of representation, 
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whether acting through a brain or transmitting 
itself throughout the cellular life of the whole 
organism. For however low in the scale of con- 
sciousness the organic structure may be, it must 
feel the nature of the forces in its environment 
before it can reorganise its functions to meet them. 
The higher we ascend in the scale of being, the 
more fully does the Art faculty become manifest, 
answering ever to the expression of some great 
need. The biological needs of sex, nutrition and 
reproduction are the source of the art which is 
expressed in the form and structure of plant and 
flower, of bird and beast ; they also he at the root 
of all the arts of speech, of war, of industry, upon 
which the higher arts of civilisation are founded. 

In plants and animals the art faculty is limited 
to the manifestation of their own Idea. Their Art 
and their Morality lie in perfecting the form and 
sustaining the life of their own species, in expressing 
the Will to live, subject to the laws and conditions 
which nature imposes upon them. But in man the 
power of representation has become so highly 
developed that it enables him not only to sustain 
his own physical life, but to enter into the Idea 
of other forms and exercise immense power over 
nature, and over the lives of his fellows. It has 
brought with it the freedom to exalt or degrade 
his own nature. While the growth of brain power 
has greatly intensified consciousness on the one 
side, it has tended to limit its scope on the other. 
It has served to develop the Idea of separateness 
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to an abnormal degree, to enable man to represent 
himself and his interests as distinct from those of 
his fellows ; so that the material arts of expression, 
instead of serving the common interests of the race 
life, have become a prey to predatory lust and 
ambition, necessitating the development of the in- 
hibitory processes embodied in laws, in states, in 
moral and religious systems, all of which are a 
means to the end that we may regain unity of 
consciousness upon a far higher level, that we may 
learn the Art of Life as a whole. 

Here, then, we may draw the line of demarkation 
between the Art of man and the Art of nature. 
It is the distinction between those life forms, of 
plant, or insect, or animal, which can manifest only 
their own Idea, and those conscious powers in man 
by which he can represent within himself the world 
of Ideas around him. The difference between the 
beauty of the flower and the beauty of the painting 
which represents it, is the difference between a 
creative Idea which can manifest only its own form 
and beauty, and the product of a creative con- 
sciousness which can represent the beauty of other 
forms. The Art of Life is present in the soul of 
the flower as well as in the soul of the painter, 
but only man among all the living forms upon the 
earth has developed the power of representing the 
forms of life and beauty outside himself. 

While the lower material arts have been the 
subject of endless strife and turmoil, the fine arts 
have afforded a sphere of creation in which, through 
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the darkest ages of social and political conflict, 
beauty and harmony have been the sole object of 
expression. The soul of man, having been drawn 
away by the illusions of sin and separateness to the 
satisfaction of its individual desires, begins to regain 
through Art the consciousness of its true life and 
Identity. In communing with nature the poet dis- 
covers something of the lost harmony of his own 
being, that even the forest trees and flowers, devoid 
of brain consciousness, can attain a standard of 
grace and beauty which is so sadly lacking in the 
life of the majority of civilised mortals. And man, 
at war with himself and his fellows, finds comfort 
and solace in the creations of Art which express 
and perpetuate this consciousness of beauty. 

As the common life has become more and more 
devoid of beauty, some have raised the cry of Art 
for Art's sake, as if Art could exist in a realm of 
its own, apart from the social and spiritual needs 
which call for its expression, any more than labour 
can exist apart from the economic needs of the 
race. Not in limitation but in the extension of the 
Art consciousness over every relation of life does 
the true remedy lie. 

In its biological interpretation the Art faculty is 
not a surplus product of life, but it is the mightiest 
force in the struggle of Ideas. It is not this or that 
factor, whether nutritive, sexual, or combative, but 
the Art which governs all the factors, that deter- 
mines the course of evolution, that achieves success 
in the struggle of Ideas. The cat watching the 
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mouse, the lion seeking its prey, attain ttieir ends 
through having developed the powers of represen- 
tation, in relation to the habits and movements of 
their victims. The company promoter, the trust- 
monger, achieve success through their power of 
representing the habits and ideas of dividend- 
seekers. Whatever may be the end I purpose, if 
I am strong in energy but weak in Art, all my 
efforts are futile ; but if I am strong in Art, even 
though feeble in energy, then am I irresistible, for 
Art multiplies energy a thousandfold. It was not 
merely by the aid of heavy battalions, but by the 
art with which he handled them, that Napoleon 
conquered Europe. With his vivid powers of re- 
presentation he could picture the strength and 
disposition of the opposing forces, and organise his 
own in the most effective manner to overwhelm 
them. The modern battleship represents the power 
of the mechanical arts applied to the defence of the 
national Idea. The modern newspaper represents 
the power of the mechanical arts applied to the 
dissemination of political Ideas. Whatever pur- 
pose it may serve, knowledge cannot become power 
till Art affords it the means of expression. The 
worship of the power of wealth is the blind worship 
of the Art faculty which every being cherishes. 

If upon the lower level of the rnaterial struggle 
of Ideas victory goes to those who are strong in 
Art, still more upon the higher level of pure Art on 
which the abstract Ideas of the soul attain expres- 
sion does the power of Art over life become 
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manifest. What is the power of a Napoleon to that 
of a Shakespeare, of a Rockefeller to that of a 
Beethoven ? Their material empires crumble away 
even beneath the hand which has shaped them, 
while the creations of pure Art extend their sway 
down through the ages to nations unborn. 

Art is Power, whether expressed in the organic 
functions of the body, in the arts of war and 
industry, or in the thought and emotion of pure 
Art. But the real mastery of life only begins with 
the exercise of the higher faculties of the soul. In the 
blind struggle of Ideas, national, poHtical, industrial, 
and individual. Art is more often a power of dark- 
ness than of light, spreading disease and death and 
destruction over the earth. Only in the hght of 
reality which shines in the kingdom of pure Art can 
we determine the true and ultimate place of the lower 
expressions of Art in the Art of Life as a whole. 

The material of life is desire, and Art is the means 
by which it expresses itself in the form of the Idea. 
The lower forms of Art are the expression of par- 
ticular desires for food, for clothing, for travel and 
the like ; they embody all the practicalities of life. 
But the higher forms of Art are only attainable by 
detachment from the particular forms of desire. 
The artist must transcend the desires of his indi- 
vidual consciousness before he can enter the sphere 
of cosmic consciousness, before he can become the 
pure mirror of the object. Then are all the king- 
doms of the earth laid at his feet, the material of 
life and its desires are his to render into the form 
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of his Art. That dream of power which animates 
the blind struggle of material Ideas, which kings 
and conquerors and millionaires have vainly sought 
to realise by crushing the desires of others, the 
artist achieves more effectually by transcending 
his own desires, by identifying himself with the 
Idea of the whole. 

It is not he who dominates the material expres- 
sions of desire who controls life, but he who 
rules desire itself is master of life. The " practical " 
business man whose whole energy is directed to 
the control of the material expressions of desire, 
regards the work of the artist as something apart 
from life and reality. But the reverse is really 
the case. It is the artist who works in the light 
of reality, and the practical business man who is 
still only a child in what concerns the real business 
of life. His practicalities end in strikes, in wars, 
in the poverty and disease of our commercial civi- 
lisation, because he is lacking in that knowledge 
and feeling which the artist seeks to cultivate. 

Herein lies the absolute identity of the Art 
faculty with the Moral faculty in their true and 
ultimate interpretation. The vitality of the moral 
sense depends upon the power of dramatising life, 
of representing the outgoings of our own desires 
in relation to the feelings and desires of others, 
that we may determine which actions will tend 
to the well-being and harmony of our mutual rela- 
tionships, and which to our mutual sorrow and 
degradation. The mastery of words, of colours. 
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of dramatic situations, has no ultimate meaning 
except in relation to the mastery of life. Thus 
in Art as in Morality the deeper the feeling of 
Identity with the pain and sorrow and joy of 
others, the stronger is the moral sense of mastery, 
the more vivid are the powers of artistic repre- 
sentation. 

Under the sway of religious belief, morality has 
figured only as a purely negative proposition, as 
an inhibitory law proceeding from some external 
dogmatic authority. But as belief gives way to 
knowledge the moral sense discards these primi- 
tive methods and becomes an Art, unfolding itself 
from within, seeking dominion over all the forces 
of desire. It is the Art of arts upon which all 
other arts depend for guidance and sustenance. 
It is the Art of the Superman who is Lord over 
the Self, who knows his identity with every other 
Self. 

Man has first to realise his individuality apart 
from man, to employ all the common arts of life 
in working in and through the idea of his separate 
existence, till through strife and suffering he is 
born into the knowledge of his real life and 
identity. During this process Art and Belief have 
existed only as a means of escape into the higher 
realms of consciousness, they have been power- 
less to attempt any effective control over the 
dynamic forces of life. Though the art of Shake- 
speare held the mirror up to life and nature, re- 
flecting the form of the Idea in the heart of kings, 



io8 IN THE HEART OF DEMOCRACY 

of princes, of mediaeval society, it could not point 
to any way of mastery over the blind struggle of 
Ideas. But vsrith the advent of modern science, 
of modern Democracy, we have begun to develop 
an art, a morality, a faith commensurate with life 
and nature itself, seeking perfect mastery over all 
its material and spiritual manifestations. Need 
creates Art. As the animal develops a new limb 
or organ to meet the needs which arise in the 
struggle for existence, as the art which shaped the 
wings of the bird grew out of the needs and aspira- 
tions of creatures that crawled upon the earth, so 
the art and the morality of the Higher Man which 
will create in us the fullness and beauty of our 
physical and spiritual nature must spring out of the 
crying needs of our fallen humanity, must raise us 
out of the struggle and illusion of our divided con- 
sciousness into the power and the glory of cosmic 
consciousness. 

This dawning sense of Identity is not limited 
to the contemplative faculty which Schopenhauer 
represented, it is the hidden principle of all life, of 
all Art. It is an active creative feeling which we 
can bear with us in every relation of life, to nourish 
our souls in the murky atmosphere of commerce 
as well as on the hill-tops or by the seashore. It 
is the losing of the individual self, not only in the 
passive objects of our environment, but in the 
living forms of men and women, in the common 
life and destiny. 

To create beauty and harmony in our social 



THE ART OF LIFE 109 

environment is to create beauty and harmony in 
ourselves. For life in all its stages is the bringing 
together, by means of Art, the thing conditioned 
into more perfect relations with its conditions, till 
in the realm of pure Art the individual begins con- 
sciously to identify himself with his environment, 
to feel and to know that he is one with the Will 
and Idea manifested in it. Here is the Real Self 
at the source of all desire, is the kingdom of the 
Real Christ, of the good, the true, and the beautiful. 
With the coming of the Son of Man, of the true 
Superman, all the material arts and all the spiritual 
arts must render themselves to His service, must 
take their place in the Art of Democracy, in the 
Art of Life as a whole. 

II 

"In the free, sane acceptation of the human 
body in all its faculties," says Edward Carpenter, 
" lies the Master-key to the Art of the future." And, 
we may add, to the Art of Life as a whole. For to 
realise the Body is to realise the Soul ; that it is 
not only an individual fact but a cosmic fact, that 
the whole future of the race lies in redeeming it 
from the abuses of self-conscious evolution in the 
light of its cosmic relationship. The lowliest 
organism in the depths of the sea registers the 
physical and magnetic influences of earth and 
moon and sun and stars. The human body has 
developed not only in relation to the physical 
universe, but in relation to the psychic and 



no IN THE HEART OF DEMOCRACY 

magnetic influences of thought and emotion in its 
social environment. The limbs, the muscles, the 
nerves, the brain, the inner organs and the outer 
organs, the face where mastery, or lack of mastery, 
is most clearly written ; these are the means by 
which all the Ideas of the race consciousness find 
expression, through which all the material arts and 
all the spiritual arts spring out of the deep sources 
of desire. 

Modern thought and action are largely influenced 
by the peg-top philosophy of life, by the idea that 
the brain, impelled by the microbe of worry, by the 
microbe of getting-on, is the ultimate force of the 
universe. But Art, inspired by a greater wisdom, 
exercises the brain to interpret the whole body. 
Music is sensuous ; it is the Art that most directly 
interprets the desires and emotions that play 
through the bodily senses. Therefore is it the 
most spiritual of Arts, rendering through the 
vibrations of sound the vibrations of the whole 
body as it responds to the deepest chords of 
feeling. All the other Arts cluster round the body, 
seeking how they may portray its form, or the ideas 
that gain expression through it. 

But of all the needs and desires which the body 
expresses, those of sex and labour are most funda- 
mental to Art, and to the Art of Life as a whole. 
Upon the desires of sex the eternal Idea of man- 
hood and womanhood depends. Upon the limbs 
and muscles of labour devolves the Art of sustain- 
ing the life which sexual desire originates. 
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Sex is the root-fact of Art as it is of life. And 
as the desires and emotions of sex form the chief 
material of Art, upon Art with its transcendent 
powers of representation devolves the task of re- 
deeming sex, of redeeming the whole body and 
soul from the powers that degrade it. It is here 
that the suffering and illusion of self-conscious 
evolution has scarred its deepest on the soul of 
man. It is here that the triumph of Art over life 
must be most perfect and complete. 

In representing the nude. Art is representing the 
source of all its own creations. I hear the young 
men titter as they stand before a representation of 
the form from which they sprang. So far under 
the clothes of civilisation have we wandered from 
the purity of the naked savage, so far have we to 
journey back again. Such incidents are not the 
result of the expression of sex, but of repression 
and ignorance. Often enough the fault lies as 
much in the suggestion of the artist as in the minds 
of those who regard his work. For modern 
prudery will permit the most glaring presentation 
of self-conscious and immodest sexuality in a 
classical setting, but will scarcely suffer the repre- 
sentation of the purest type of modern womanhood 
unless labelled a Psyche or a Venus. The bar- 
barians who worshipped the symbols of generation 
had a nobler and purer idea of their function than 
the modern prudes and puritans who hide from the 
children the fact of their own bodies which em- 
braces all other facts, so that many go forth in 
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ignorance and innocence to fall into the pit that 
the vicious have digged for them. The girl grows 
up into womanhood in ignorance till she learns it to 
her cost through seduction or through the marriage 
of hate and lust. The boy learns from his school- 
fellows the habits of lust and abuse, whose poison 
cankers the mind, and expends the passion that 
should grow into love and beauty and art in 
brothels and secret vice. Better the outspoken 
coarseness of the common carman and labourer 
than the reserve of impure puritans, of the chaste 
parents and teachers, who will not represent the 
simple and beautiful facts of the common race life 
to the minds of the children. 

Though the church is silent and the school is 
silent, the facts speak out in unmistakable language 
a never-ending tale of sordid crime and outrage, 
of married misery and divorce. Since man has 
eaten of the Tree of Knowledge, ignorance has 
been the source of all his woes. But never by 
the ignorance and repression of sex, but in the 
perfect knowledge of his whole nature and in 
the perfect Art which expresses it will he find 
salvation. 

In sexual desire lies the germ of cosmic con- 
sciousness on the physical plane. It is the losing 
of the male in the female, that the two elements 
may unite for the creation of a new hfe ; that the 
Eternal Idea of the race may be consummated 
though the individual perishes. As sexual feeling 
becomes associated with the higher powers of re- 
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presentation in man it becomes the master-key 
of the Art faculty. The most direct and natural 
entrance into the temple of Art is through the 
portals of love. Schopenhauer lost the best fruits 
of his philosophy when he turned it to the abuse 
of sex and womanhood. Though he was able 
to decipher some of the higher moods of the 
Art faculty, its biological roots were entirely 
hidden from him. 

Being in love is itself a form of cosmic con- 
sciousness. It is the race and not the individual 
that the sexual passion serves when directed to 
its true ends. And Art is akin to love in so far 
as it depends upon the losing of the individual 
Will. The artist is in love with all beautiful and 
harmonious forms, the lover is enthralled by one. 
He is no longer his own master but the servant 
of the race consciousness, which is made mani- 
fest in the form of his beloved. It draws him 
out of himself with irresistible power, and changes 
the most prosaic of mortals, if only for a brief 
season, into a poet and dreamer of dreams. You 
see the chance meeting of the youth and the 
girl in the street, the flushed cheeks, the eager 
speech, the clasp of the hands at parting. But 
do you regard the whole body and soul of the 
girl, the whole body and soul of the youth, what 
they mean now, and what they will mean a 
thousand years hence ? For the individual in 
love transcends time and place; he links him- 
self with all the life that has been in the past, 

H 
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with all the life that will be in the future. Things 
that were mean and despicable become trans- 
figured in the light of the race consciousness; 
they lose their particular significance and take 
on the glory of a universal significance. Hence 
it is that love is the most potent power in calling 
forth the Art faculty to compass the attainment 
of its ends. The plant, the animal, the bird, put 
on their beauty and harmony of expression in 
form, in note, in colour, responsive to its needs; 
the poet obtains his chief impulse into the realms 
of artistic creation, the philosopher finds the Idea 
of Beauty itself, the quest of all his seeking. 

As death impels the human spirit towards the 
abstract upon the negative side, and forms the chief 
" motive " of Rehgion, so love impels the human 
spirit towards the abstract on the positive side, 
and constitutes the chief "motive" of Art. In 
the highest Art and the highest Religion the two 
elements are merged into the one Reality. 

But wherever in the human body and soul the 
joy of desire is the strongest, sorrow and sin and 
degradation are the deepest. All the great tragedies 
of life gather round the storm-centre of the sex 
passion. The artistic temperament has need of a 
greater morality, of a stronger mastery over the 
body, than a dull and uncreative spirit. As high 
as it can ascend into the heaven of creation, so 
far can it descend into the hell of self-destruc- 
tion. All the sins of the flesh that torture the 
soul of man have sprung out of the abuse of 
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the Art faculty, because he has used his superior 
powers of representation to deform and degrade 
his own nature. Lust is a state of the soul in 
which a certain set of desires is so abnormally 
manifest that they appropriate the greater part of 
the representative faculty. The lusts of wealth 
shape every mental image in the form of gold 
and profit. In the lusts of sex the faintest sug- 
gestion calls up the image of the desired relation- 
ship. It is here that the need for the light of 
knowledge, for the power and mastery of Art, 
is the greatest. Neither Art nor Love exists only 
for the joy and beauty it creates, for the delec- 
tation of the pleasure-seeker. Love exists for 
the creation of life, and Art for its redemption, 
that it may shed the Ught of moral representa- 
tion on the great problem of sex. It is for Art 
to cast the first stone at the prostitute, at the 
social, the economic, the moral and religious 
ideas that create and preserve the prostitute. It 
is for the painter, the sculptor, to represent the 
whole body of the man and the whole body of 
the woman as Whitman represented them in 
the transcendent light of the race consciousness. 
It is for the dramatist, the novelist, to represent 
the way that leads to destruction and the way of 
life and creation in every form of sexual relation- 
ship, for Art must perish while ignorance and 
lust befoul the well-spring of the Art faculty at 
its very source. 

Vainly has Belief striven to scale the heights 
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of Divine Love by the repression of sex, for the 
organic relation between the sexual love, the family 
love, the social and spiritual love, cannot be de- 
stroyed. Only by Knowledge and Art can those 
heights be scaled and made accessible to the 
whole race of man. 

In this the quest for Art, the quest for Beauty, 
the chief environment of the man is the woman. 
Between them lies the whole Art of Creation from 
the single cell up to the perfect man and woman. 
It is here that every mortal hopes most ardently 
to realise the joy of existence. It is here that 
the Art and Knowledge of life is most painfully 
lacking, that the blight and canker of the common 
life eats into the innermost recesses of the indi- 
vidual life beneath all the veneer of wealth and 
power and privilege ; for it is here that the indi- 
vidual life is most fundamentally linked with the 
Life Universal. 

Marriage can have no ultimate meaning or sanc- 
tion except in the creation of the higher man, in 
the dedication of the lesser Self to the larger Self 
of the race, to the Self which is One and indi- 
visible. There is no such thing as free love in 
the Art of Creation, for love is the most relentless 
and immutable of laws, and at last the only law 
of the universe. And these our separate bodies, 
so deformed and degraded through the struggle 
of self-conscious evolution, are the expression of 
that Divine Reality. It is not as Schopenhauer 
thought, through the abuse of sex and woman- 
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hood, and the reahsation of the misery of life ; 
but through the redemption of sex and womanhood 
and the realisation of the joy of life in the life 
of the whole, in the life of the Real Christ, that 
deliverance will be achieved. 



Ill 

What, then, of the limbs and muscles of labour, 
whose Art sustains the life which the desires of 
sex have generated ? Organically related as are 
their functions in the body, so are they related 
in society in the soul. Though the primary aim 
of sex is to sustain the physical life of the race, 
it develops the highest and purest expressions of 
love and of Art. Though the primary motive 
of labour is to minister to the nutritive needs of 
the body, it is the necessary foundation of the 
higher arts of life. And as throughout the whole 
course of our self-conscious evolution, the re- 
pression and the degradation of sex have been 
accompanied by the repression and degradation 
of labour, so the Knowledge and the Art which 
will redeem the one will effect the emancipation 
of the other. 

The ideal of labour is identical with that of 
every other form of Art ; it is the losing of the 
individual Will in the creation of an Idea. " Even 
in the meanest sorts of labour," says Carlyle, 
"the whole soul of a man is composed into real 
harmony. He bends himself with free valour 
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against his task, and doubt, desire, sorrow, remorse, 
indignation, despair itself, slink murmuring far off 
into their caves. The glow of labour in him is 
a purifying fire wherein all poison is burnt up, and 
of smoke itself there is made a bright and blessed 
flame." Carlyle in his sound-proof chamber along 
the river-bank could picture the ideal labour, but 
he did not experience the real labour in wharf 
and mine and factory. The purifying fire of 
labour can only be kindled when labour is spending 
itself for the creation of its own Idea ; when its 
limbs and muscles are working in harmony with 
the brain which directs its activities. Modern com- 
mercialism is the quintessence of artless labour. 
Its creations do not express the Will and Idea of 
the worker, but the Will and Idea of the dividend- 
seeker, the art of the stockbroker, of the company 
promoter, of the trust manager. Often enough the 
Idea of labour is to achieve as little as possible, 
while capital devotes its whole energies to the art 
of nigger-driving. What a parody upon Art is 
the dog's life which I lead, which you lead, which 
the tens of thousands of toilers in our towns 
and cities and villages are forced to accept in the 
name of organised industry ; from whose artless 
and joyless methods not only the unsuccessful but 
the successful are doomed to suffer. 

Here a lady with ample dividends lives in an 
hotel, for whom the whole Art of life resolves 
itself into the problem how to kill time by eating, 
drinking, and sleeping, by gossip and bridge ; who 
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expends ^^80 to have her stomach massaged into 
a sort of uniformity with the rest of her body. 

Here on the street-corner stands the workless 
worker whose stomach needs no massage but the 
bare necessities of life. The question which is 
the more degrading, the more soul-destroying of 
the two conditions of life, is best answered when 
we consider the state of an organism in which 
certain groups of its cellular life receive a super- 
abundance of nutriment and perform no function, 
while other groups give out excess of energy and 
receive but little nutriment. Small wonder that 
the finer Arts of Life are scared away by the 
deformed, misshapen aspect of the body social, 
while this is the ruling principle of our dividend- 
seeking commercialism. 

In so far as wealth and leisure and culture have 
been employed in developing the Art faculty, the 
best interests of labour have been served in sus- 
taining that wealth and leisure. Even the ages 
of slavery and serfdom were justified if they were 
the only means by which the fine Arts could 
develop. For upon the exercise of the Art faculty 
the emancipation of labour depends. But Art 
no longer rests upon the predominance of any 
separate class or interest ; it is the Art of Demo- 
cracy, the Art of Life as a whole, which alone 
concerns us. Though one may build a picture- 
gallery with the profits of sugar, and another may 
raise up libraries with the wealth created by the 
sweat and labour of the steel-workers, they know 



I20 IN THE HEART OF DEMOCRACY 

in their hearts that in so far as books and pictures 
can develop the powers of moral representation 
in the heart and brain of the worker, they will 
help to destroy the artless methods by which their 
wealth was created. What Art, but the art of 
destruction, can redeem the labour of the putrid 
meat packer, can distil beauty from the profits of 
such labour, though expended upon the highest 
form of Art ? 

The true Socialism is more than an economic 
theory, it is the awakening of the Art faculty 
in the heart of Democracy; it is the first attempt 
to represent the problem of life and labour as a 
whole, how it may become a symphony instead of 
a harsh and grating discord. 

But never has Art thriven upon doubt and 
materialism ; only by the power of Faith can it 
descend to the root-facts of sex, to the root- 
facts of labour, and create all things anew in the 
light and glory of the race consciousness. The 
first beginnings of the fine arts were as an adjunct 
to and expression of religious belief. Music, paint- 
ing, sculpture, architecture, found their highest 
expression in the service and the temples of the 
gods. And when faith became unified into one 
system of dogmatic belief, though it narrowed the 
field of artistic expression, it raised it to a loftier 
altitude. Christianity failed to conquer the pre- 
datory lusts of war and of gold, to bring the 
hearts of men into conformity with the Art of 
Life which the peasant teacher had revealed. It 
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abandoned the hope of the common life, and 
raised its kingdom of faith and salvation above 
and beyond the turmoil and strife of the world. 
Thus through the dark ages it served as a joy 
and a solace to the troubled heart of man, a 
joy which found expression in the creations of 
Art. Faith descended into the common life and 
labour, and brought a sense of beauty and harmony 
into the meanest Arts of Life. It raised up the 
great cathedrals and beautiful churches to body 
forth in imperishable stone the transcendent Idea 
to which man looked amid the inexplicable struggle 
and suffering of life. Labour believed and spent 
itself lovingly upon these great creations of Art. 
But labour and Art can never be joined in the 
expression of that faith again. The cult of the dead 
which Christianity developed to its fullest extent 
is spent and shattered, and only the advent of the 
Real Christ with the true Art of Life can renew 
the powers of Faith in the Heart of Democracy. 

This age of doubt and materiahsm is the natural 
and inevitable sequence of the age of faith which 
preceded it. Through that dark and brutal period 
of ignorance and oppression, the kingdom of 
heaven was taken by violence, and not by Art 
and Knowledge. The facts of cosmic conscious- 
ness were realised only by tyranny over the body 
in the extremest forms of asceticism, by tyranny 
over the mind in the form of creed and dogma. 
The failure of these methods of attainment has 
left a heritage of social and spiritual deformity to 
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this age of unbelief, of transition between the 
faith of Dogma and of Science. A healthy 
materialism has become preferable to a diseased 
spiritualism, and Art enfeebled by conflicting ten- 
dencies can neither re-create the greatness of the 
past nor transcend the commercialism of the 
present. Art can only express the ruling need, 
the ruling faith of the age. It cannot even copy 
the form of old structures, because it cannot 
resurrect the faith in which they were created. 
The common Art faculty which was once exercised 
in building a Chartres Cathedral is now absorbed 
by the needs of modern industry. It finds ex- 
pression in building sky-scrapers, in advertising 
soap, tinned milk or pills. So long as the common 
need, the common faith, does not transcend the level 
of soap, of meat extracts, of patent medicines, and 
the profits which they bring, we must be content 
to meet with the representation of these ideas in 
all the highways and by-ways of life. The music- 
hall songs which the children sing in the streets, 
which the carman sings as he loads his van, are 
a true reflex of the common standard of Art in 
life and labour, as the old folk-songs were the 
expression of the common life and labour on the 
soil. It is the long hours of joyless labour, the 
ignorance and degradation of sex, which speaks 
through all these creations. " Drivel for the dregs " 
may be their proper designation, but it is not so 
much the Art which is at fault as the art of our 
commercial civilisation, of which it is the reflex. 
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Yet who has measured the power of Art and 
the power of Faith to wrestle with these "dim 
brute powers of fact ? " Are not the very ugliness 
and depravity of life and its environment creating 
a hunger and thirst for beauty which was once 
held unconsciously, that we may strive for it con- 
sciously ? 

In the dark winter mornings I go forth into 
the cold gaslit streets when only labour is astir. 
I take my place in the tramcar among the silent 
rows of men with their pale drawn faces, with 
their bags and parcels of food, going to their long 
and joyless hours of labour. What is the meaning 
of these scenes and experiences, and where are 
the poets, the painters, the dramatists, the com- 
posers, to represent them, to help to render these 
crude and sordid facts of life into divine har- 
monies ? I pass by the Temple of Art — gloomy 
and silent as the prison which stood in its place. 
There hangs the picture of the Christ crowned 
with thorns, but here are the living pictures, these 
tens of thousands of subjects that the artist cannot 
see till the eye of faith reveals them. In spite of 
Beethoven and Shelley, of Millet and Whitman, of 
Ruskin and Morris, Art seems only half awake to 
the true Idea of Democracy. It slumbers snugly 
in its warm feather-bed while the great world 
turns out to its artless and joyless labour. 

But the material arts and sciences which have 
destroyed the old conditions of life, the old 
forms of faith, have prepared the way for the 
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new. Through the grim struggle for daily exist- 
ence, the struggle of labour and capital, of science 
and dogma, of materialism and idealism, the true 
Idea of Democracy is evolving. The human spirit 
has descended into matter in this age of artless 
labour, that it may rise again through knowledge 
and faith to a fuller power of expression, using 
not only paint and canvas but all the materials 
of life for the expression of beauty and truth. 
There is the promise of something greater in the 
poorest Art of to-day, when compared with the 
greatest Art of past ages. Though the mediaeval 
artist was inspired by the ardour of a great faith, 
and devoted all his talent to the representation 
of one Idea, it was not the Idea of Democracy. 
He saw nothing worthy of his brush in the common 
life and nature around him unless it served as an 
accessory to the faith which was within him. All 
his love and joy of expression were expended 
upon the worship of the risen Christ who dwelt 
in the far heavens, upon the sanctity of emaciated 
saints and bishops, upon the love and tenderness 
of the Holy Mother and Child. For only in the 
representation of these Ideas could he transcend 
the world of sorrow and death, and rise to the 
consciousness of pure Art and beauty.. 

But the modern picture-gallery has room for 
all the shows of the earth ; its walls are covered 
with the representations of all forms of life and 
nature, from the bloom in the apple orchard to 
the prisoner in the dock or children on the sea- 
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shore. As yet there is no dynamic Idea embodied 
in these works, Hnking them together as the moral 
representation of one transcendent faith in life and 
nature. The winter frost of commercialism still 
holds every form of Art and labour in its relentless 
grip. But the Sun of true Democracy is rising to 
thaw the torpid soul of man, and bring forth with 
its glowing warmth the hidden flowers of expres- 
sion, and the meanest forms of manhood and 
womanhood will grow resplendent in the light of 
that reality ; the figure of the Real Christ will 
emerge, no longer garbed in the cult of the dead, 
but in the hope and joy of the living ; no longer 
coming with the mien of a feudal sovereign to 
judge the quick and the dead, but as the Supreme 
Artist of Life, who seeks dominion and mastery 
over all the materials of life, over every expression 
of desire. 

The world of blind belief had need of the Super- 
natural Christ who dwelt in the far heavens. But 
the world of knowledge which seeks to master the 
blind struggle of Ideas has need of Jesus the 
carpenter, the common man of the people, whose 
faith can remove the mountains of lust and ignor- 
ance that befoul and degrade the functions of sex 
and labour ; who walks serenely over the troubled 
waters of life and its desires, stilling the waves of 
predatory power and passion, and stretching forth 
the hand of faith to save — to save the workless 
worker who walks the winter streets vainly seeking 
for hire ; the fallen woman who sells her body for 
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hire ; the pale and delicate barmaid who works in 
the bar through her monthly sickness, drawing liquor 
for noisy crowds till the late hours of the night ; 
the tens of thousands of maids and mothers in the 
class-room, the factory, the shop, who are forced 
to sacrifice the strength and beauty of motherhood 
to the Moloch of profit. He who once with His 
great powers of moral representation rendered the 
common experiences of life and labour into parables 
of spiritual truth ; who took the lilies of the field as 
symbols of the beauty which should belong to all 
the expressions of human life and labour, will 
teach the artist how to interpret His redeeming 
faith in the crudest facts of the common life. He 
will reveal to him the meaning of the great paradox 
of Art, the secret of the Art of Life as a whole ; that 
he who loses his life for the sake of the Real Christ 
shall save it ; that the individual must die that he 
may live, that he may be born again in the life 
and consciousness of the race; that not only the 
philosopher must lose himself in the depths of con- 
templation ; that not only the poet, the painter, the 
sculptor, the dramatist, the composer, must lose 
himself in the form of his creation, but that the 
common man and woman, the carpenter, the brick- 
layer, the fisherman, the ploughman, the capitalist, 
the pauper, the millionaire, must die to all the 
lusts which spring from the illusions of sin and 
separateness, that they may be born again into 
the joy and beauty of the Whole. 

I follow the pathway of the sun over the water. 
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as it scatters the mists that hover above the city. 
Stretching away on either hand, as far as the eye 
can reach, are the homes of labour and wealth, 
mile upon mile of jerry-built brick boxes, inter- 
spersed with wharves and factories, with churches 
and prisons, with temples of Art and Science. 
Not things of beauty are the homes of leisure and 
comfort that rise amid this " December sea " of 
squalor and ugliness. 

But the Son of Man cometh, the Master Builder 
of life, who will build the city beautiful from the 
foundation of the Real Self at the source of all 
desire, rejecting all material which is out of 
harmony with the rest, accepting only that which 
seeks its perfect identity with the Whole. 

We sorrow over the fragments of Art that remain 
to us of bygone civilisations, over ruined temples 
and churches, over lost pictures and libraries, 
heedless of the fact that nothing can ever be lost 
in the universe of material and spiritual Ideas ; 
that what we deemed to be dead awaits the day 
of resurrection in our own bodies and souls. 
Not one of the notes of beauty, of truth, which 
has ever been struck in the symphony of human 
life and experience, the highest Art of Grecian 
manhood and womanhood, but will be rendered 
again on a grander scale of harmony, on a higher 
level of consciousness, as we enter into the true 
Art of existence. 



CHAPTER VII 

P A Y-D A Y 

" Justice is not postponed. A perfect equity adjusts its balance in 
all parts of life." — Emerson. 

" No one can acquire for another — not one. 
Not one can grow for another — not one. 
The song is to the singer, and comes back most to him. 
The love is to the lover, and comes back most to him. 
The gift is to the giver, and comes back most to him — it cannot 
fail." —Walt Whitman. 

Pay-day comes once a week to those who work 
in the wharf. On Saturday afternoon each one 
comes to the door of the office, and I pay them the 
sum they have earned for their six days' toil, 
deducting lost time and adding overtime. This I 
take from the paper bags of gold and silver and 
copper on the desk before me, and place the sum 
in the open palm of the worker. The balance is 
then adjusted on either side in accordance with 
the ruling custom, the service is rendered and the 
recompense paid, and the pendulum of life and 
labour can swing again for another week. 

In this common transaction lies the pith of all 
the problems which are exercising the heart and 
brain of Democracy throughout the civilised world. 
By what system of production and distribution 
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can justice be attained ? What is the value of a 
man's labour, and the value of a woman's labour, 
to the life of the community ? What is the worth 
of the millionaire, and the worth of the road- 
sweeper ? What is the value of a man to himself, 
and how shall he increase that value ? 

These and many more questions of a like nature 
resolve themselves into the question : What is the 
Idea of Wealth in itself ; what is the ultimate mean- 
ing of the coins which I distribute to the workers, 
which I bear homewards in my purse ? They are 
not material facts only, though they were digged out 
of the earth and stamped with the image of king or 
queen. There is more of the real drama of life 
hidden behind their shining faces than the stage 
has ever represented. They are more symbolical of 
the social and the spiritual than any material fact 
under the sun. If the will to live is the kernel of 
all reality, money is the most potent expression of 
that reality. It is the only means by which the 
Idea of the individual can manifest itself in a 
civilised community, and the struggle for its 
acquisition is as grim and relentless as the struggle 
for life itself. 

For these hard metal discs are the symbol of all 
the science, the art, the labour, that our social, 
national, and international relations have created. 
Not only the bare will to live, but all the conscious 
desires of the human spirit seek to gain expression 
through them. The tree draws its nutriment direct 
from the soil, the air, and the sun, that it may 



I30 IN THE HEART OF DEMOCRACY 

manifest its own Idea in branch and leaf, in flower 
and fruit. What the sap is to the tree, flowing 
through every leaf and fibre, money is to the man 
seeking to manifest his desires in a civilised com- 
munity. It is the medium through which desire is 
transmuted into the form of the Idea. With the 
money which I place in the hands of the worker 
he hastens to express the dominant Idea of his 
body and soul. It may be in a quart of beer, or in 
food and clothing, in shelter and warmth for him- 
self and his family, to purchase a seat at the 
music-hall or the theatre, or to support his political 
or religious Ideas. Now it goes to the midwife 
who helps to bring new life into the world ; now 
to the undertaker who bears the empty shell to its 
place beneath the sod. The same coin which is 
now a mere cipher in the pocket of the rich man 
who can express his Idea in houses and lands, in 
parks and servants, in horses and motors, in foreign 
travel and first-class hotels, becomes the all in all 
of the seamstress, of the dock labourer. For this 
the worker must sell his labour at the market 
value ; for this the miner must go down into the 
mine, the stoker into the stokehole. The tobacco- 
gleaner seeks it by gathering the cigar-ends which 
his brother man has discarded ; the rag-sorter 
seeks it in the refuse-heaps and the dust-pails, that 
they may live and not die in the land of their 
fathers. 

" Life is expression," and money is the means 
of expression ; but it is not the life, it is not 
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the thing expressed. This essence of Art and of 
Labour is the means of expressing desire in the 
form of an Idea, but it cannot determine the 
ultimate nature of the Idea. The body is more 
than the raiment ; the desire is more than the 
external form of its expression. Though lack of 
means may prevent the expression of an Idea in 
one form, in one place, it breaks out in another. 
All the endeavours of moralists and religious 
teachers to circumscribe the desire for wealth 
have proved as futile as the attempt to dam the 
current of life itself. Nor does the mastery of 
life depend so much upon the limitation of the 
means of expression as upon the nature of the 
Idea expressed. We have no right to charge an 
innocent metal with the burden of our sins. 
They who take poverty as their bride do not of 
necessity embrace virtue, nor do they who rise 
to fortune achieve success. For wealth is not a 
good in itself nor an evil in itself, but the means 
of expressing good and evil. It lies as snugly in 
the pocket of the saint as of the sinner, awaiting 
his call to action. With this the man can pur- 
chase the womanhood of the woman who walks 
the streets. With this the murderer can buy 
his weapon of destruction, the suicide his poison, 
the burglar the tools for his work. The miser 
hoards it |in his cupboard, and expresses around 
him the filth and degradation of his own nature. 
But it also serves to buy the gift of the giver, 
to express the love of the lover, to embody the 
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saddest and the most joyous emotions of life. All 
the lesser Arts which bring a gleam of beauty 
and harmony into the common life, and all the 
greater Arts depend upon its sustenance. It 
nourishes the dream of the poet, the science 
of the scientist, the thought of the philosopher, 
and bears their message to every corner of the 
earth. 

How then shall we discover the Idea of 
wealth in itself, that which depends neither upon 
riches nor poverty, which, though it have access 
to all the means of expression afforded by the 
material and spiritual Arts of life, or though it 
exist within the narrow confines of poverty, is 
still the essence of the Art of Life as a Whole, 
a jewel that shines by its own light, for which 
all the souls of men are vaguely seeking ? 

The animal living on the plane of simple con- 
sciousness, struggling for existence among other 
species, can exercise the Art and the Power of 
life only in support of its own Idea. Its desires, 
and therefore its wealth and power, are limited 
to those nutritive needs in the form of grass or 
fruit, or the prey to which its physical organisa- 
tion is adapted. But man who has risen to the 
plane of self-consciousness, and fallen thereby 
into the sense of sin and separateness, has vastly 
extended the scope of his desires, has learnt the 
art of subjugating not only the forces of nature 
but the labour and energies of his fellow-men. 
The power of man over man has increased with 
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the power of man over nature. Conceiving him- 
self and his interests as apart from those of his 
fellows, the wealth which represents the product 
of all the arts of hfe has become identified with 
the Idea of separateness. Whether he gain it 
by brute force, by cunning, by legal or social 
or industrial institutions, at the expense of the 
poverty and degradation of his fellows, its pos- 
session is regarded as the measure of his indi- 
vidual prowess and prosperity. The struggle for 
wealth which now absorbs the energies of the 
race is not merely a struggle for comfort, for 
ease, for the enjoyment of the Arts of life ; it 
is a struggle for Power. If that prime motive 
were lacking, the flame of conflict would soon 
flicker out, and with it that which is the end 
and consummation of the whole struggle of 
Ideas would become unattainable. No one really 
goes to the trouble of enslaving his fellow-men, 
of selling his soul to the powers of darkness, of 
fining his nights and days with worry and care, 
for the mere fun of the thing. He is impelled 
by the vision of mastery over nature and man 
which is dimly figured in all the creations of 
labour and Art. The beauty of the diamond 
does not exceed that of the dewdrop sparkling 
in the sunlight. But it is a symbol of Power, 
and the dewdrop is only a symbol of its own 
beauty. The jewel represents the accumulated 
Art and energy of many common people, 'and 
kings and queens have sought for its possession. 
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Hence those who aspire to power of this order 
most ardently desire its possession. It is not 
merely by decrying the hunger for riches, but 
by exalting the Reality of Wealth and of Power 
underlying this material symbol, that deliverance 
will come. 

These clinking metals which the cashier weighs 
and shovels in the bank, amid piles of flimsy 
cheques and bank-notes, are the white and yellow 
and copper corpuscles that compose the life-blood 
of commerce. Here is the basis of realism and the 
centre of idealism, the source of all the moil and 
toil and trouble under the sun. It nourishes the 
creative idea of the capitalist in all his industrial 
undertakings, so that huge factories, steamships, 
railways, bridges, canals, grow out of his dreams 
into the tangible forms of the earth. This is the 
power upon which the politician depends for the 
organisation of his political forces, for the expres- 
sion of his political Idea. It is the bulwark of 
conservatism and the mainstay of liberalism ; it 
nourishes the new Ideas of labour, of socialism, of 
anarchism. It goes to support the municipal and 
national Idea, in peace and in war ; to feed and 
equip the army and navy with their weapons of 
destruction ; to maintain the police, the paupers, 
and the prisons. 

Not only do all the material Ideas of industry, all 
social, political, and national Ideas depend upon 
the power of wealth for their means of expres- 
sion, but the abstract Ideas of religion are equally 
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dependent. Those who begrudge taxes pour out 
their money like water for the expression of their 
religious beliefs, for the hope of their salvation. It 
goes to maintain the old Idea and to spread the 
new one. The deep coffers of the Church are the 
rock of its salvation in a world of doubt and scepti- 
cism. But the coins clink merrily into the collecting 
bag in the chapel or the lecture hall, to support the 
Ideas of dissent or agnosticism, of ethicism, of 
materialism. Even Jesus the carpenter appointed 
Judas as purse-bearer to the little band of pioneers. 

Thus does the kingdom of the God Mammon 
extend over all the means of expression, so that 
through him all things are made in our commercial 
Democracy, and without him nothing either material 
or spiritual can establish itself in the sight of man. 
Before his graven image the mightiest nations of 
the earth bow down and offer up their blood in 
sacrifice. But when we have seen the extent of 
his powers we discover their limitation. 

Greater than the power of wealth is the power of 
poverty, the power of the Son of Man who has not 
where to lay his head. For so long as wealth is 
sought as an end, as a power in itself, it breeds 
weakness and poverty of Idea, and to the poor and 
the struggling belongs the creative spirit of the 
world. With wealth lies the means of expres- 
sion, but with poverty the power of the Idea. St. 
Francis made poverty his bride because he found 
in it the power of redeeming the Church from the 
weakness and degradation into which it had fallen. 
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Wealth dominates the industrial, political, and 
religious institutions that are, but poverty is the 
creator of those that are to be. The modern 
bourgeois exists only by virtue of the ages of 
struggle and poverty through vsrhich they won their 
present place. And to those who suffer from the 
lack of Idea in the plutocrat the creative Idea of 
the future belongs. 

Life expands under the stress of poverty and 
contracts under the sway of affluence. How many 
of the material and spiritual creations that govern 
our lives to-day have sprung out of the needs of 
poverty. It was the power which shaped the Idea 
of the steam-engine in the brain of Stephenson and 
wrought the great industrial revolution. It is the 
power of poverty that speaks through the pen of 
Dickens, who with many another drew the strength 
and sympathy of his creative genius from his early 
days of struggle and suffering. It is the power of 
poverty which has brought forth the Idea of social- 
ism, of the sympathy and solidarity of the race. 
Whatever wealth can accomplish, it is subsidiary 
to what poverty has done and has yet to do in 
shaping the destiny of humanity. Not in the hands 
of Caesar at Rome lay the destiny of the nations, 
but with the Babe in the manger at Bethlehem. 
Not in the hands of the Czar with his splendid 
palaces lies the destiny of All the Russias, but in 
the hands of the starving moujik who has dis- 
covered the power of the Idea. Not in the 
accumulation of the means of expression, but in 
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the nature of the Idea expressed lies the reahty of 
wealth, the ultimate power and dominion of life. 
The will of the rich man is proved and executed, so 
much to relatives, so much to charity, so much to 
religion, so much as a memorial to perpetuate the 
name of the dead. But the Idea of the dead is 
lost to the world as the breath goes out of the 
body. The relatives go to law, the charity goes to 
the cadger, the religion goes to the dogs. A short- 
sighted visionary, a Cecil Rhodes, may employ his 
gold to create the empire of his dreams. But the 
power residing in his yellow coin is at the mercy of 
a superior power, to which the artist, the poet, the 
thinker in his garret, has ready access. It is only 
they who rise above materials to whom the pure 
Art of Creation is given. What is the power of a 
Rhodes or a Rockefeller who seeks to master the 
creative energies of others, to the power of the 
Carpenter of Galilee who controlled the creative 
powers of the Self ; whose sway has extended 
through the ages in the shadow-forms of belief, 
that now He may found His real kingdom in the 
light and the splendour of knowledge. 

" Every man for himself and the devil take the 
hindermost ; " this is the commonly accepted law 
of the market, the shop, and the office ; this is the 
law of the struggle of the species, of the struggle 
of the nations, of the struggle of Ideas. This is the 
law of the Cosmos as it appears to the separate 
consciousness. But the ultimate question of all is 
which Self, which Idea of the Self, shall predominate, 
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who are the foremost and who are the hindermost 
in the race of life ? Behind all the economic 
theories of the accumulation and distribution of 
wealth that have ever been propounded and ever 
will be, is the Idea the economist has of himself 
and of other selves. Adam Smith represents one 
Idea of the Self and its interests, Karl Marx another, 
and Jesus another. Which is the true and ultimate 
basis of economics depends upon which is the true 
and ultimate basis of the Self. He who makes 
self-consciousness the foundation of his economic 
system does not realise that there is another and 
a mightier Self behind the consciousness of the 
separate Self, whose principles of life and action 
are in diametrical opposition to those of the lesser 
Self of illusion and ignorance. The sociaHst differs 
from the private property economist, not because 
he has abandoned self-interest, but because he has 
arrived at a larger Idea of himself and his interests. 
From the point of view of self-consciousness, all 
action that tends towards cosmic consciousness is 
self-sacrifice. But from the mountain summit of 
the cosmic sense there is no such thing as self- 
sacrifice ; what we regard as such is the only true 
economy of life. 

The race moves upon self-interest upon the 
higher as well as upon the lower planes of develop- 
ment. So far we may accept the morality of 
Nietzsche. What we call self-sacrifice is that form 
of social conduct which tends to the expanding 
of the ego, to the raising of the individual and 
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the race from a lesser to a larger sphere of con- 
sciousness. But we only really sacrifice the Self 
when, having attained to a larger consciousness, 
we prostitute it to meaner interests. The extent 
of our love and knowledge is the measure of our 
correspondence with the world of thought and 
feeling. The pioneers of the cosmic sense have 
laboured under a great disadvantage because of 
the limited means at their disposal of represent- 
ing its true nature to the ordinary consciousness. 
But the light of modern science is making the 
pathway of moral evolution infinitely broader and 
clearer. Starting out from the fountain-head — 
primeval man — we may journey along the road 
of enlarged consciousness, still firmly rooted in 
the central Ego, till we reach the all-embracing 
Ego. But the way of ascent is rugged and un- 
even. Self-sacrifice may as readily become a form 
of self-indulgence as selfishness. Christian belief 
blindly striving to gain the heights has been very 
largely responsible for the development of neurotic 
forms of altruism, which weaken the foundations 
of the Ego and make life a heavy burden to those 
who give and those who receive. The healthy 
egoist is often more to be desired than the dis- 
eased altruist. It is not through the contraction 
of the Ego, either on the side of self-abnegation 
or selfishness, but through its expansion that 
deliverance comes. Who more egotistical and 
who more expansive than Walt Whitman ? Only 
that love, that strength and knowledge, which 
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can give and give and ever grow in the giving 
are the true economy of life. 

The man in the street and on the exchange is 
right as far as he goes ; he must have value for 
his money, he must have cash down for all his 
transactions. He must hold fast to that which 
he has and make more of it. But his real capital 
in life lies nearer to him than his banking account. 
If he expend it in a mean and unremunerative 
Idea, he must take the consequences. Every 
breath we draw is the spending of life in the 
service of an Idea, however narrow or however 
extended it may be. The miser and the cheat 
expend themselves in the service of their own 
Idea, as does the honest and generous person, 
but they obtain a meaner value for their service. 
The bird and beast that devote themselves to the 
care of their young, the bee that gives its life in 
defence of the hive, the soldier who dies in 
defence of his country, the mother who suffers 
the pangs of childbirth, all spend themselves in 
the service of their own Idea. "For every living 
creature," says Epictetus, " is so made that it 
doth all things for its own sake." If I refuse to 
yield up my soul to the commercial Idea which 
enthrals my body, it is not because I neglect my 
interests, but because I pursue them. Both he 
who works for the common good and he who 
works for the common ill are impelled thereto by 
their own Idea. The larger Self which embraces 
the consciousness of the whole race, once firmly 
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established, must live and struggle for the pre- 
dominance of its own interests, as do the lesser 
selves. Though it must stand alone against the 
world, the interests and rewards of the larger 
consciousness so far transcend those of the lesser 
that the great ones of humanity have always been 
ready to pay the price. 

Walt Whitman never sacrificed himself when 
he dwelt in poverty and sang the Song of the 
Self, that "every atom belonging to me as good 
belongs to you." 

Tolstoy never sacrificed himself when he gave 
up the enjoyment of land and castle and identi- 
fied himself with the common life and labour of 
the peasant on the soil. 

Jesus never sacrificed himself when He suffered 
death upon the cross, but asserted himself, his 
own Idea and interests, to the fullest degree. 
Only the self-consciousness of the race has inter- 
preted this supreme act of cosmic consciousness, 
by which He became the lord and master of the 
nations, in terms of vicarious sacrifice. 

The more we lose sight of appearances, the 
deeper we get down to the reality of wealth and 
of power, the clearer becomes the fact that, in 
spite of the millionaire, of the slum-dweller, every 
man and woman is his own paymaster in all the 
real possessions of life. Even within the small 
compass of the worker's earnings there is an 
infinity of choice in the expression of his own 
Idea. This odd shilling may serve to bring his 
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digestive organs into relation with three quarts 
of beer ; it may be transferred to the keeping of 
the bookie up the side street, or it may help to 
bring his mind through book or lecture into rela- 
tion with the deepest thought of the ages. How 
to invest our life capital in a manner which will 
yield the best returns is a problem not limited 
to the Stock Exchange. There is no possibility 
of acquiring any unearned increment in the real 
wealth of life, the appearances of wealth and of 
power are only identical with the reality when 
our having more is to the end of our being more. 
However narrow or however vast may be the 
means of expression, none can express one jot 
or tittle more than his own Idea, than the sum 
of his own personality. Whether that expression 
be limited to his own face and body clothed in 
a ragged suit of clothes, or whether it extend over 
houses and lands, over parks and servants, the 
law of the Self, the law of compensation, is with 
him still. He cannot express anything that is 
true and beautiful unless he embodies the Idea 
within himself. If he is mean and crotchety and 
gouty, his meanness, his crotchets and his gout 
are credited to him with every inch of his broad 
acres. 

Poverty is unfulfilled desire, whether it arise 
out of physical need or out of the needs of social 
and class predominance. The aphis on the green 
leaf is richer in its degree than the man of great 
possessions whose heart is burning with desires 
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which his money cannot satisfy. The possessor 
of many thousands who cannot fulfil his social 
engagements, is often more poverty-stricken in his 
heart than the man who cannot adequately fill his 
stomach. 

Herein lies the great paradox of modern wealth 
that, lacking the power of Self-mastery, the more 
trade booms and dividends rise, the more we accu- 
mulate the means of expression, the less we are 
able to express. The poverty of the West End 
is infinitely greater than the poverty of the East 
End, in proportion to the means of expression. 
Never was Art so mean and wealth so vast. It 
vomits itself over our great cities in sickly profu- 
sion, unable to retain and assimilate a tithe of 
what it swallows. It can buy divorce, but it can- 
not buy love. It can command the services of 
the doctor, but it cannot purchase health of body 
and brain, and check the ravages of its own disease. 
All that the millionaire possesses, his detective- 
guarded palaces, his freak dinners, his silver bath, 
are stamped with the hall-mark of poverty of Idea. 
One may leave a million pounds behind him for 
the building of almshouses, but he with the ragged 
coat can express more real charity with a single 
look or smile or word than all the almshouses in 
the world will ever embody. As the man of millions 
awakens out of the nightmare of his desires, he 
will realise that he is not a man of fortune whose 
power is the creation of his own true Self, but the 
scapegoat of commercialism, driven into the wilder- 
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ness of property with all the sins of the money 
hungering multitude upon his shoulders ; that there 
are none among those who can distinguish between 
the shadow and the reality of wealth and of power, 
so poor as to do him reverence. 

The socialist need not concern himself with the 
poverty of the poor if he can cure the disease and 
poverty of modern affluence. But socialism is 
itself affected by the same weakness and poverty 
of Idea, by the same crude materialism that weighs 
on the ranks of property. It founds its faith 
upon the means of expression, upon the evolu- 
tion of trusts, upon state and social organisation, 
and not upon the Idea expressed. It is still the 
cry of the weak who look for aid outside them- 
selves, and not the voice of the strong, invincible 
in the might of their own Idea, which strikes direct 
from will to will, from thought to thought, from 
Self to Self. 

Wealth is not a material fact in the ordinary 
sense, it is a fact of society, a fact of the soul. To 
possess the soul is wealth, is to possess the heart of 
man, to master not only the thing created but the 
thing which creates. Whether wealth is embodied 
in a loaf of bread, a chair, an engine, a ship, it does 
not represent the Idea of any individual but of the 
whole race of men. It is not the creation of the 
living only but of the countless legions of the dead, 
into whose art and labour the living have entered. 
Only by identifying himself with the Will and Idea 
which have created it can the individual escape 
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from the penury of unquenchable desire, and be- 
come possessed of the reality of wealth and of 
power. He who is least attached to its particular 
manifestations, for whom it exists only as a means 
of unity with his fellows, is the greatest possessor 
of it. Even in the heart of the great Western 
Democracy, in the land of the mighty dollar, has 
the cosmic poet sung : — 

" As if one fit to own things could not at pleasure enter upon 
all, and incorporate them into himself or herself, 
To see no possession but you may possess it, enjoying all 
without labour or purchase, abstracting the feast yet not 
abstracting one particle of it, 
To take the best of the farmer's farm and the rich man's 
elegant villa, and the chaste blessings of the well-married 
couple, and the fruits of orchards and flowers of gardens." 

It is always Pay-day in these the riches of the 
Higher Man which no one can give to another, or 
withhold from another, which each one takes for 
himself from the feast of life which is prepared for 
him, from physical heredity and from spiritual 
heredity, from the Art of life as a whole. All 
that we add to our real capital in life is paid 
down to us in our own coin by our own hand. 
However the fates may buffet us, our fortune or 
misfortune does not depend upon what befalls us, 
but upon what we are. Justice is not postponed, 
One Cosmic Law adjusts the balance in all our 
relations, that what we do to others we do to 
ourselves. 

I know all the tricks of the trade — the secret 

K 
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underhand practices, the false samples, the short 
weight, the slick shilling, the whispered instruc- 
tions. Nations and individuals live and thrive by 
these methods ; they take on the outer semblance 
of power and prosperity. But their secrets become 
the best advertised fact about them, they must 
bide by their own illusions and work them out to 
the end, till the day of reality dawns. For that 
which they do to others they do to themselves, and 
verily they have their reward. 

While the worker toils for his fixed wages, this 
common type of the smug middle-class mer- 
chant, with low forehead and senses keen only for 
the scent of profits, can make money and grow 
smugger every day. He need not soil his hands 
with labour or walk the muddy streets ; he can sup- 
port churches and charities, he can drive in a cab to 
his comfortable home in the suburbs, and enjoy the 
best which our civilisation affords. But he must 
go to bed with himself, and get up with himself, 
and spend all the days of his life and the day 
of his death with himself, and verily he has his 
reward — "A perfect equity adjusts its balance in all 
parts of life." They who barter being for having, 
and they who barter having for being, receive their 
due reward. If in order to gain more we become 
less, we sacrifice the reality for the shadow, our 
external possession becomes the symbol of our 
internal poverty. 

They who have fallen deepest into the hell of 
self-consciousness, and they who are nearest to the 
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heaven of cosmic consciousness, have their reward. 
What the Rand-lord and the landlord truly earn is 
paid down to them cent for cent. He whose divi- 
dends roll in without effort, and he who earns his 
pittance by the sweat of his brow — the poor loafer 
and the rich loafer, the sponger and the industrious 
— receive their just reward. 

The pauper dies in the workhouse and leaves 
behind him the will of his body and the will 
of his soul as a legacy to the race. The brewer 
dies in his mansion and leaves behind him the 
fortune he has amassed by the cunning of his 
brain and the labour of many workers, and verily 
they have their reward. For the poverty of the 
poor is the poverty of the rich, and the poverty 
of the rich is the poverty of the poor. 

That which the riches of the earth, which the 
arts of life, have really created in the common 
life is free and open to all. It belongs to the 
Self and never to the means of expressing the 
Self ; it is not denied to any because of their 
poverty of goods, but because of their poverty of 
Idea. 

We cannot afford to lose the power of poverty, 
and we shall not lose it, till we have gained the 
knowledge and the power of the true Idea of 
wealth, which transcends both riches and poverty. 
For therein lies the great impelling force of the 
struggle of Ideas by which the true Idea of the 
Self is being realised. Out of necessity have 
sprung all the arts of life ; and out of thy dire 
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necessity, O bride of poverty ! is springing the 
true Idea of Democracy, of the Art of Hfe as a 
whole. As long as the rich prey on the need of 
the poor, Dives must ever lie at the feet of Lazarus 
and feed on the crumbs of the Idea that fall from 
the poor man's table. 

Naked comes the child out of its mother's womb, 
and naked comes the new Idea out of the heart 
of Democracy. But soon enough does the sap of 
Art and labour flow into it and clothe its naked- 
ness with symbols of power and possession. A 
penny spent in the service of a young and vigorous 
Idea bears with it a greater power and vitality 
than a fortune expended in support of an old 
and decrepid tradition. The whole struggle of 
the future lies between the "Haves" and the 
" Have-nots " ; between those who have the true 
Idea of wealth and of power, and those who have 
not. To those who have shall be given, and from 
those who have not shall be taken away even that 
which they have. 

Fast as you journey, O friend ! in your swift 
motor-car, you bear with you the form of your 
own desire, and he who has reached to the true 
Self at the source of desire is ever before you, 
though he travel afoot. He fears not that you 
will reach the Eldorado of Life, though you live 
at the fullest pace on the Art and the labour of 
others. 

See where the tattered carman with shoes agape, 
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with sack thrown over the shoulders to keep out 
the wind and the wet, comes up the gateway by 
the wharf with his order. What different reactions 
occur when the smart business-man appears with 
top-hat and well-cut overcoat and all the symbols 
of economic power and predominance. 

The burly policeman on the corner is keenly 
alive to the symbolism of the philosophy of clothes. 
His whole soul kotows to the God of Property, 
whose sacred temple he has sworn to defend. But 
he in whom the reality of wealth increases is not 
deceived by these outer trappings. Beneath the 
smart clothes of the business-man and the tattered 
garments of the carman, beneath the helmet and 
the tunic of the policeman, beneath every form 
of poverty and respectability, he sees the real body 
and soul, the Cosmic Man emerging, who never 
bows down to the God of Property, who never 
inherits or is disinherited, who alone can distri- 
bute the tools to him who can use them, to each 
one according to his need, according to his powers 
of expression, that the sap of the planet may flow 
into every part of the tree of life, to sustain the 
strength and beauty of the Whole. 

Mighty are the symbols of economic power and 
predominance — the faultless dress, the prancing 
horses, the gilded carriage, the spacious hall, the 
culture, refinement, and courtesy of him who 
needs a host of flunkeys to call him, " Lord, lord," 
who has not gained dominion over himself. 
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Mighty also are the tattered coat, the patched 
trousers, the pinched face, the grimy hands, the 
symbols of the disinherited. 

But who has measured the Power of Jesus the 
carpenter, who revealed the reality of wealth to 
the common people ? To Him as the focus of 
belief have belonged the worship and adoration 
of the ages, to Him have untold wealth and art 
and splendour been poured forth. To Him as 
the light of knowledge belongs the power to break 
the chains of our commercial slavery and set the 
captives of wealth and of poverty free. 

Here, O soul ! is thy judgment day. Here in 
these common transactions of life lies the founda- 
tion of the kingdom of the Son of Man, of the 
true Superman, who is lord over the Self, who 
knows his identity with every other Self. 

Truly, a man may do as he will with his own ; 
but who is there among us who knows that which 
is his own, who has fathomed the extent of his 
possessions ? As Paul declared the Unknown 
God to the Athenians, so he who to-day bears 
witness to the Real Christ amid the altars of com- 
mercialism, the countless worshippers of Mammon, 
makes known the Unknown Self to those whose 
hearts are wholly intent upon the " main chance," 
upon the interests of Number One. " That Self 
which you ignorantly worship in shop and office, 
on the exchange, at the gambling-table, in your 
huge trusts and dividends — that declare I unto 
you. There is only one true Self in all the 
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Universe, there is only one main chance, by which 
your vested interests in life can be realised." 

Who will accept the part when the whole lies 
open before him, when the Reality of Wealth and 
of Power in himself and in all Selves is his true 
and eternal possession ? 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE EMPIRE OF THE SELF 

" Imagine a number of men living in an underground cavernous 
chamber, vi'ith the entrance open to the light, extending along the 
entire length of the cavern, in which they have been confined from 
their childhood, with their legs and necks so shackled that they are 
obliged to sit still and look straight forwards, because their chains 
render it impossible for them to turn their heads round : and imagine 
a bright fire burning some way off, and behind them, and an elevated 
roadway passing between the fire and the prisoners with a low wall 
built along it, like the screen which conjurors put up in front of their 
audience, and above which they exhibit their wonders. . . . Let me 
ask you in the first place whether persons so confined could have seen 
anything of themselves or of each other, beyond the shadows thrown 
by flie fire upon the part of the cavern facing them." — Plato's 
Reptiblic. 

" Fall behind me States 

A man before all — myself typical before all." 

— Walt Whitman. 

Under the shadow of a great tower I labour; it 
is the tower of the State. It rises at the farther 
end of the street, above the medley of buildings, 
above the tall shaft of the mill chimney, giving 
to the eye its stone tracery, its gilded fane, with 
the Union Jack floating in the breeze. Seen down 
the long reaches of the river, or over the house- 
tops, looming through the smoke and vapour of 
the city, or standing out clearly against the blue 
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sky, it represents the Idea of the State, the symbol 
of external authority. Here do those who suffer 
great wrongs look to get them righted. Here do 
those who enjoy great power and privilege seek 
to sustain them. And to those who dwell in the 
Antipodes, on the veldt, in Egypt, in Canada, this 
home of the Mother of Parliaments is the centre 
hub of Empire from whence goes forth the des- 
tinies of peace and of war. Ever do thought and 
life expand, and ever must we go to the frontier 
of our Idea to measure the full extent of its power 
and meaning, to look back over wide expanses to 
the central heart of things. 

The State is my Idea, is your Idea, the Idea 
of the meanest in the land, as well as of the 
most powerful, of those who labour round about 
in wharf and factory and gasworks, as well as of 
those who work in cabinets and state departments, 
who pull the strings of empire. Out of what 
depths of the Will, out of what strife of desire, 
has it sprung into being, has it come to be this 
fact of which the tower and the flag are the outer 
symbols ? 

The State is founded upon physical force as the 
means of expressing its Idea. When it abandons 
that mode of assertion the State will cease to exist. 
Not only does it present its armed legions, its 
battleships, its great guns, to the enemy, but all 
the internal relations over which it has control are 
regulated by compulsory agencies. Behind the 
law of the judge is the rope of the hangman. 
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the baton of the policeman, the bayonet of the 
soldier. From this basis of physical force it dis- 
tributes its authoritative agencies over the most 
complex and delicate relations of life. It maintains 
the conjugal rights of man and vfiie, the contracts 
of lovers ; it regulates the conditions of life and 
labour, the Ideas of religion, of art, of education. 
Is it here therefore that we must look for the 
hope of our salvation, for the means of our de- 
liverance from the evils that beset us ? 

Like all the hard and solid facts of life, the 
State sprang from desire, from the lusts and habits 
of war. Sown like a grain of mustard-seed in 
the heart of a little tribe, the successful national 
Idea fights and grows, and grows and fights, till 
its branches cover the earth, sheltering beneath 
them many alien peoples. The art of destruction 
has been the chief art in the formation of the 
invincible unity and cohesion of the national Idea. 
It did more to educe the heart and brain of 
youthful peoples than the force-pump systems of 
education will ever accomplish in our commercial 
civilisation. Patriotism is the religion and the 
morahty of the early phases of civilisation. It is 
the losing of the individual Self in the creation of 
the national Idea. It is the first great emotion 
to lift the individual out of his self-conscious life 
into the life and consciousness of the race. Hence 
war has ever held an equal place with love in 
the song of the poet. Though love is associated 
with the reproduction of life, and war with its 
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destruction, their aim is identical — the creation and 
the preservation of the race Idea. In the art of 
war man learns the first lesson of the art of life, 
that he must die that he may live. Though he 
is slain in achieving victory, the race lives by the 
death of its warrior, and can produce many more 
men of the same type. As with insects and animals, 
so with fighting nations, the life and interests of the 
individual are as nothing to the life and interests 
of the race. Though mown down in battalions, 
though their mangled bodies fill a ditch for their 
comrades to rush on to victory, so long as their 
seed possesses the land they have gained the end 
of their striving. 

It is not for what war has destroyed but for 
what it has created that it exists, as it ceases to 
create so must it cease to exist. By this, the 
separate will of a people is fused into one Will 
and made a ready instrument for state and social 
organisation. 

The war leader, the chieftain, the king, is the 
first embodiment of the Idea of the whole com- 
munity in a law of force, and behind the destruc- 
tive arts of war the creative arts of civilisation find 
scope to develop. 

Grouped together under the open sky round the 
moot-hill, decked out in their war-gear, our fathers 
gathered together to settle the affairs of their little 
state. The war leader, the ruling personality, rose 
to address the meeting. There they decided the 
question of peace and of war, of the transfer and 
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division of land, they settled their blood feuds by 
fines and dispensed justice. By loud shouts they 
expressed their dissent, by the clashing of weapons 
they signified their approval. 

It is a far cry from those early moot -hill 
gatherings to the great legislative machine at the 
end of the street. While we work in the dust 
and the gloom the law-makers are gathered in the 
moot-hall of the nation, sprawling on the benches, 
listening to speeches, delivering speeches, seeking to 
embody their party Ideas in the law of force. Here 
are the financial men whose dream of empire lies 
across the sea where coolies are cheap and divi- 
dends are high. Here are the great ground land- 
lords in their gilded chamber, whose empire is 
over the unearned increment of labour, the rent- 
roll of slum tenements. Here are the bishops 
whose empire is not of this world — except by 
way of instalment. Here are the labour mem- 
bers whose dream of empire begins within a 
stone's throw of the walls of the House, where 
are sordid streets and alleys teeming with child- 
life, and well equipped with gin-shops and pawn- 
shops and other tokens of civilisation. 

Why are we ever girding against this law of 
force, seeking deliverance from one expression of 
it, and seeking salvation in another ? Is it the 
soldier, is it the policeman, is it the judge we 
are girding against ; is it the Idea of this poli- 
tical party, or of that political party ; or is it 
ourselves that we are girding against ? 
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Since the days of the simple folk-moot we have 
followed the bright star of Justice through the 
sloughs and quagmires of history, but ever as we 
follow, by paths more intricate and bewildering, 
it seems to elude our straining vision, to lead us 
deeper into the morass of legal and social com- 
plexity. The appeal to Justice which in a rougher 
and ruder age was made direct to the law of force 
by the law of personal combat is still in vogue, 
though the mode of attack is no longer by swift 
sword-strokes,! but by weight of gold and the 
supple brain of the lawyer. 

What, then, is the meaning of these great world- 
empires defended by all the arts of destruction, 
seeking ever the Idea of Justice within themselves, 
but never finding it ? 

The State is the cinematograph of human con- 
sciousness, which throws on the dark background 
of history the lurid pictures which are created by 
the struggle of social and national Ideas. It is 
impossible to write the history of a people with- 
out writing the history of their kings and rulers, 
in whom is focussed the Will and Idea of the 
whole people. A§ in the cave of Plato, these 
mighty shadows stalk across the page of history 
in the full glare of the world - consciousness. 
Chained to their material vision, the people see 
them as forms apart from themselves, command- 
ing, oppressing, exalting, and do not know them 
for what they really are, the magnified reflection 
of their own Ideas, of their own lusts and ambi- 
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tions, their own virtues and vices. Whether the 
authority of the State is embodied in the form 
of king or parliament, of despotism or demo- 
cracy, it represents the Will and Idea of the 
whole people, as far as it has attained to cor- 
porate consciousness. The power of the sword, 
the might of armies, is not only a material fact, 
it is the expression of the Will to fight in the 
heart of the people. Whether that power is 
wielded by a King Alfred or a King John, by 
the Cromwell who figures outside the Parliament 
Houses with his sword and his Bible, or by the 
exponent of philosophic doubt, it maintains the 
predominant character and Idea of the people. 
The tyrant is as representative of the popular 
will as the member of parliament, for at bottom 
it is the tyranny of themselves over themselves 
which they are working out. 

"When a new desire declares itself in the 
human heart, when a new plexus is forming 
among the nerves, then the revolutions of nations 
are already decided, and histories unwritten are 
written." ^ 

Those who hold with Carlyle that the man, the 
hero, the king, is the maker of history, the only 
object worthy of consideration, and those who 
would write history from the standpoint of the 
common people, are only representing two sides 
of the same fact. The hero, the great man of 
the nation, is great only because by the force of 

^ Edward Carpenter's "Towards Democracy." 
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his personality he brings into actuality the Ideas 
which are struggling for expression in the heart 
of the people. He does not in any way create or 
originate those Ideas, but he himself is the crea- 
tion and the expression of them. Their origin lies 
deep down in the heart of the people, struggling 
with the common facts of their daily experience. 
A Calvin, a Luther, a Cromwell, are the expres- 
sion of the Ideas which were current in their day. 
On the one side they figure as the leaders, tower- 
ing high above their fellows, urging them forward 
by the ardour of their own spirit, using the tools 
which are ready to their hands to fashion the 
destiny of the nation. On the other side they 
figure as the led, impelled by the dynamic energy 
of their own souls to work out the ideas which 
tens of thousands of unknown individuals have 
helped to fashion within them. 

By means of the State the individual can reach 
out beyond himself and grasp the power of the 
whole. Yet the State is never the creation of 
himself, and he who is only king over others by 
virtue of this external power can never be truly 
lord over himself. However despotic, however 
powerful the individual may be, as Czar, as presi- 
dent, as party leader, he must ever subordinate 
himself to the Will and Idea of others, in order 
to maintain his power. 

What pigmies they are ! the men of insatiable 
ambition who are said to govern states and em- 
pires but who cannot govern themselves ; who 
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must ever stoop beneath the lusts and appetites of 
the crowd to feed their own. If the common 
people are mostly fools, the heroes whom they 
worship must be the quintessence of their 
foolishness. 

So long as I am possessed by the lusts of a 
Napoleon, he is a superman who expresses in a 
transcendent degree the Art and the power I 
worship, but as soon as I lose the glamour of his 
Idea he becomes an underman, the idol of the 
weak. This is the allotted task of the scourge and 
the conqueror, to hold the mirror up to human 
nature, that it may see itself writ large in blood 
and fire and torment. 

The true meaning of the evolution of the State, 
of democratic and representative institutions is, 
that by the improved mechanism, the direct re- 
sponsibility of the common man becomes more 
clearly evident. The Idea of Justice can never 
be embodied in any law of force, but it is brought 
infinitely nearer to us by the democratic State, 
because we are brought nearer to ourselves, be- 
cause the relation between the outer manifestation 
and the inner reality is more directly established. 
Ever have the people created the law of force out- 
side themselves, and ruled over themselves by their 
own traditions, customs, desires. The law of their 
kings and priests, who sprang out of themselves, 
they first regarded as the manifestation of the 
divine law. But as the power of moral represen- 
tation developed in the common people, the 
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tyranny, the crime, the slavery maintained in the 
name of Justice, destroyed all faith in the divine 
origin of the laws. Then came parliaments to 
subject the law to continual revision, in accord- 
ance with the growing character and Idea of the 
people. With the advent of complete self-con- 
sciousness the child of Democracy begins to realise 
what it is that has cast these great shadow-forms 
of external authority outside himself ; that it is his 
Will, his own Idea, that creates kings, rulers, and 
governing classes out of himself ; that he wages his 
own Boer War and must suffer from it ; that he 
creates his own social and industrial conditions 
and must suffer by them ; that it is he who ad- 
ministers justice and injustice to himself ; who 
sends the starving thief to prison and upholds the 
laws of property ; who dons the black-cap and 
condemns the prisoner to death. 

Beyond this stage of complete self-consciousness 
lies the dawning sense of cosmic consciousness, of 
the identity of the Self with the Whole, through 
which the law of external authority will be com- 
pletely superseded by the law of internal authority. 
The State can never be anything else than the 
symbol of our lawlessness, of our separation from 
God and man ; yet it is the necessary form of self- 
conscious evolution, the means by which we are 
transcending the Idea of separateness and coming 
to the knowledge and the power of Identity. Its 
bond of material force keeps the ring of social and 
national organisation within which the struggle of 
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Ideas is being fought out, the struggle which can 
only end in the triumph of the One Idea in the 
Empire of the true Self. 

As long as we dwell in the darkness of self- 
conscious evolution we must bide by the law of 
force and work it out to the end. Those who 
are not represented must be represented, the 
suffragette must have her vote, that she may 
learn the extent and the limitation of the power 
of the State as a means of expressing her Idea. 
For laws are like doctors' physic. It is more 
often the suggestion that something will happen 
when the physic is swallowed, or the laws are 
passed, than what actually takes place that effects 
a change. 

The Idea of State Socialism is the final working 
out of the shadow-forms of Justice, the last vain 
attempt to take the kingdom of heaven by material 
force. It would bring all men into social, in- 
dustrial, and economic equahty and fraternity by 
the mechanism of State organisation. But the 
kingdom of heaven does not lie in the State but 
in the Man who creates it. Every man his own 
shadow, every man a State abstraction, is not the 
goal of existence. Yet the shadow is the reflection 
of a great reality, and from behind this phantom 
justice will the Cosmic Man emerge to deliver us 
from the injustice of ourselves. Nearer to you 
and nearer to me is the bright star of Justice 
than the tower of the Parliament Houses, than 
police-court and prison-cell, but never will it 
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shine in our midst till it shines in the Heart of 
Democracy. 

The lusts of war are still the chief support of the 
great cinematograph of illusion at the end of the 
street. Coming homeward over the bridge at 
night, I see the large type on the placards, of wars 
and of rumours of wars ; I see the light in the 
clock-tower, flashing out over the river and over 
the city, to symbolise the Idea which guides the 
destiny of the Empire, whose centre is this foam- 
girt island, whose " far-flung battle-line " encom- 
passes the earth. 

War is a necessity to the moral and intellectual 
childhood of the race. When the race is a child it 
feels as a child, it thinks as a child, it acts as a child ; 
but when it attains to its moral and intellectual 
maturity it will put away childish things. And 
what more childish than the notion that these kings 
and kaisers, these plumed generals, these smart 
battalions, these invincible editors whose fountain- 
pens spurt with the blood of other people, can alter 
the ultimate nature and destiny of things ; that 
these material Ideas, these Dreadnoughts, these sub- 
marines and i2-in. guns, are necessary to defend 
anything that the universe cherishes. Only the 
Ideas that live by the sword die by the sword (and 
even these do not really die). But the science and 
art of Greece and of Rome, the living words of the 
human spirit, dwell in our midst to-day in spite of 
the fire and sword of barbaric hordes. 

The fighting spirit belongs more to the animal 
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sphere of simple consciousness than to the human 
sphere of self-consciousness. It carries that under- 
lying sense of racial unity which belongs to the 
animal struggle for existence into the human 
struggle for existence, to form the basis of State 
and social unity. Instinctively on their shields 
and banners have the fighting races inscribed 
the emblems of the fighting animals, and still 
do the great powers of the earth find fitting 
symbols of their nationality in the ruling beasts 
of prey. The British Empire was created in a 
fit of absent-mindedness. Tommy Atkins, who 
defends it, is " an absent-minded beggar," and 
the Imperial Idea itself belongs to that sphere 
of absent-mindedness in which the blind will to 
fight is the ruling principle. 

All the elements of life must be reduced to 
self-consciousness before we can reach out to 
cosmic consciousness. Commercialism is the 
beginning of the end of the Imperial Idea. Its 
self-conscious, self-seeking spirit is fatal to the 
maintenance of the Will to fight which on the 
surface it seems to foster. The more that Im- 
perialism is brought into the sphere of self- 
conscious intelligence, the more it is talked about 
and thought about, the more vague and shadowy 
will it become. The planting of great self- 
governing peoples over the earth, to work out 
their industrial, social, and spiritual salvation, is 
not Imperialism but Democracy. India with its 
starving millions is empire (aspiring to Democracy). 
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Canada, Australia, South Africa, are Democracy, 
or Democracy in the making. It is the drawing 
nearer of the common people from the law out- 
side themselves to the law within themselves. 
The modern poet of Empire has come to sing 
the dirge of the Imperial Idea. Even as his 
fancy soars on the wings of Empire into the 
boundless vault of blue, the sun of Democracy 
melts his waxen muscles, and he falls limp and 
helpless to the earth. For now that the nations 
no longer rush to battle inspired by the song of 
minstrel and poet, by the spirit of their gods, 
but fight only for their commercial interests, the 
soul of war is dying, and all the armaments in 
the world cannot revive it. 

What a fool's game is this making of the tools 
of war to preserve the balance of peace. What 
artist is continually mixing his colours, in order 
to restrain himself from putting his brush to 
canvas ? But it is all in keeping with this age 
of transitory commercialism which creates so 
much wealth to express its poverty of Idea, that 
it creates these vast armaments to preserve the 
balance of peace. 

We cannot afford to lose the fighting spirit, 
the spirit of national unity, and we shall not lose 
it till we are possessed by the spirit of a greater 
unity. So long as the lusts of war are there 
they must find expression. So long as we are 
content to live by the law of force we must 
suffer by it. Peace will come in its own time 
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with the same dynamic force of desire that war 
comes now. 

It is not that these mighty lusts for national 
power and dominion have been fruitless ; that 
armies have marched, and fleets have sailed, that 
battles have been fought and provinces laid 
waste, that towns and cities have been stormed 
and taken to no purpose. The cries of the 
victors and the vanquished, as they trample over 
the dead and the dying, as the blood soaks into 
the earth, the bones of the countless dead that 
have bleached beneath the sun and mouldered 
in the battle trenches, the seeming rule of brute 
material force have all their meaning and pur- 
pose in the struggle of Ideas — the acclamations of 
the people for their king and conqueror, as they 
see in him the symbol of their own strength and 
unity ; the joining of kingdom to kingdom, of 
people to people ; the building up of world- 
empires under the sun ; the struggles for religious 
and political liberty ; the king's head falling on 
the scaffold, the armies of revolution marching 
to death and victory. 

He who looks to the reality behind the mech- 
anism of State and social organisation is not 
dismayed by these shadows ; he sees how all the 
fruits of strife are gathered and preserved. It 
was Napoleon's boast that every soldier in his 
army of empire carried in his knapsack a field- 
marshal's baton. He did not know that every 
soldier in the army of life bears in his heart 
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the power to conquer the lusts of a Napoleon. 
Within these world- empires of England and 
Germany, France and Russia, facing each other 
on land and sea, another Empire is preparing, 
whose advent is the sign that we have seen 
enough of this shadow-dance of kingdoms and 
empires, of law and justice, outside ourselves, that 
we are turning to the reality within the Self. 

Here we find the missing link between Tolstoy 
and Nietzsche, between the doctrine of eternal 
strife and the doctrine of non-resistance. To 
Nietzsche was given a distorted vision of the 
inner kingdom. He affirmed the struggle of Ideas. 
He dimly realised the Art and the Will Creative 
working in it and through it. But " Ecce Homo " 
was not in his vocabulary. His Superman is an 
eternal becoming, he never becomes. He is the 
quintessence of the blind brutal lust for power 
which animates the struggle of Ideas. He is 
never the Master of it. 

Tolstoy, looking upon the deeds [of the State, 
the horrors of war, the crimes of justice and 
property, the head falling on the scaffold, turned 
away in revulsion from the whole process. He set 
the law of non-resistance in opposition to the law 
of force ! He did not divine that it must grow 
out of the law of force ; that peace is the creation 
of war and not its negation, attainable only by 
the absorption of the fruits of war, of state and 
social organisation into the kingdom of the Self. 
No one can repudiate his own childhood, the 
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lusts and Ideas through which he has grown to 
manhood ; nor can the individual sever his con- 
nection with the struggles of the racial Idea out 
of which he has sprung. The patriot feels, and 
rightly feels (as far as he goes), that all he is, 
all he cherishes, has sprung out of the life and 
struggles of the race ; that but for those past 
struggles and triumphs, some other race of beings 
would occupy the place which he and his country- 
men fill in the world. They who most transcend 
the limits of national patriotism — the prophets, 
the artists, the teachers — are most deeply beholden 
to the life and struggles of their race. 

Nietzsche is right. It is not merely the Will 
to live, but the Will to rule, to establish the 
power of man over man, that generates the 
dynamic force behind the struggle of Ideas. But 
he failed to pierce the veil of illusion which 
envelops that struggle, to see the universe as it 
exists in its individual atoms ; that in the sub- 
jection of one Self to the law of Identity lies the 
real mastery of all selves, the Empire of the 
Son of Man, of the true Superman, who is Lord 
over the Self, who knows His Identity with every 
other self ; to see that greater than all the states 
which have been fashioned out of the lusts of 
war, greater than all the kings who have ever 
been crowned, greater than all the conquerors 
who have fought through seas of blood to a 
fleeting vision of Power,' is the Common Man 
who has found in Himself the fulcrum of the 
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Will that moves all will, that governs the forces 
of life. 

When we behold the insignificance of the State 
as compared with the Man, then do we realise 
its true significance, what it has done and what 
it has yet to do for the evolution of the race. 
This is the interpretation of the State, that civilised 
man had first to realise the Idea of the Whole 
externally, in the shadow-forms of matter, before 
it could stand revealed in the reality of the Will. 
It is the garment with which the world-soul first 
clothes its nakedness with the Arts of Life, a 
garment of coarse texture within which is woven 
the finer raiment of the spirit. Every individual 
composing the State is the microcosm of it. 
The meanest, the poorest, the felon, the outcast, 
bear the impress of the Whole as much as the 
privileged and the powerful. But when the 
Cosmic Man is born He sheds the garment of 
matter. He rises above the law of force to the 
law of the Self, He consciously identifies Him- 
self with the Will and Idea of the Whole. 

" I am the State," said Louis XIV. I am the 
State, and more than the State, says the child of 
the true Democracy. In Me is all the history 
of the race written down to the last page. For 
Me have all the battles of the nations been fought 
and won. For Me have all the liberties and 
charters of the people been granted. For Me 
all councils and parliaments have sat and deli- 
berated, all laws have been enacted and enforced, 
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that through the experience of these shadow- 
forms of Power and of Justice outside the Self, 
I may grasp the reality within the Self. 

Every soul chooses its own weapons to sub- 
jugate the world to the form of its own Idea, 
and what it chooses it must abide by, though 
the weapon brings death to the soul that uses 
it. Some choose rifle and bayonet, wealth and 
statecraft, but only to those who can wield the 
sword of the spirit belongs the final victory in 
the struggle of Ideas. 

To resist not evil, to turn the cheek to the 
smiter, is not the counsel of the weak but the 
counsel of the strong, who needs not to resist 
evil on the outside, who subdues it at the source 
whence it springs. The weak man has need of 
armies and navies to defend his Idea, of lawyers 
to advocate it ; he must shelter himself behind 
judges and policemen, behind hangmen and 
gaolers. But the Strong Man dwells beyond 
States, beyond laws, beyond conventional morals. 
He subdues all selves to Himself by the law of 
love ; he enters into the heart of Democracy and 
grasps the reality of the power and dominion 
of life. He puts the lusts of war beneath His 
feet and walks over the heads of the kings and 
conquerors of the earth. He puts the lusts of 
property beneath His feet, and possessing nothing 
possesses all things. Though brother and father, 
sister and mother, wife and husband, friend and 
lover, are against Him, He goes forth invincible 



THE EMPIRE OF THE SELF 171 

in the might of His own Idea, to do the Will 
of the Father, the Will of the Whole within 
Him. 

Dazzling and transcendent does the law of the 
Self shine out above the law of force in Him who 
was crucified. He who had unfolded the power 
and the glory of the inner kingdom to the common 
people was condemned by the law of the State, by 
the law of the priest, to die the death of a felon. 
In that darkest hour when all seemed lost was the 
hour of His greatest triumph, when the law of force 
and the law of the spirit met in deadly conflict, and 
matter was for ever conquered. Even as they nailed 
the body to the cross the Idea became the guide 
star of the nations. Even then did blind Justice 
strip off her bandage of material force and, looking 
straight into the hearts of men, subdue them to her 
heavenly vision. 

But the light which shone in the darkness was 
too bright for the murky shadows of the under- 
world ; and the Church, which has preserved the 
vessel, was forced to hide the brightness of the 
flame behind the cloudy vapours of its own Idea. 
It exchanged the sword of the spirit for the weapons 
of material force ; it sought to outrival the State in 
the magnitude of its power, to stand in the throne 
of the Caesars, till the Christ of its creeds and 
dogmas, of the bloody strife of orthodoxy and 
heterodoxy, reflected the grim and awful shadows 
of its own lusts. 

And still the river flows between the Parliament 
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Houses and the Church over the water, and still 
are they linked together in form though the spirit 
of their union is dead ; and still the Common Man 
labours here bearing the burden of Church and 
of State. 

Chained in the cave of his own lusts, of his own 
Ideas, he has watched these mighty phantoms of 
himself, these kings and conquerors who have 
wielded the might of his armies, these governing 
classes, these children of Midas who have held the 
fruits of his labour, these popes and priests and 
prelates who have seemed to hold his heart and 
brain and body as in a grip of steel. But lo ! 
behind him, within him, the light of deliverance 
was shining all the time ; behind the power of 
States and Churches, behind the power of the 
shadow Christ, was the glowing splendour of the 
Reality. Now one, now another, have turned even 
in the darkest hour to cast their chains aside and 
seek the light, till in this twilight age of Democracy 
ten thousand eyes are turning to the light, ten 
thousand brains are girding at their chains, ten 
thousand hearts are beating with the hope and 
the joy of deliverance. 

The Democracy of the Higher Man does 
not begin with the government of the people 
by the people, but with the government of the 
Self by the Self. When Dante, having traversed 
the Inferno, having traversed the Purgatorio, 
stood at the gates of Paradise, Virgil who had 
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led him through the under-world addressed him 
thus — 

" Expect no more or word or sign from me, 
Free, upright and sane in thine own free will 
It would be wrong not to act according to thy pleasure. 
Wherefore thee over thyself I crown and mitre." 

"Thee over thyself," is the word of the true 
Democracy, the word of the part and the word of 
the Whole. If, having traversed the Inferno of the 
human spirit where the fire of its own predatory 
lusts consume it in perpetual torment, having 
passed through the Purgatorio of commercialism, 
where wakening reason seeks for its release, we 
stand at the portals of the upper kingdom, this is 
the only password by which admission can be 
gained ; into that Rome whereof Christ is a 
Roman, where Beatrice the Divine Love stands 
to welcome us. 

But Democracy is yet little more than a name. 
It has ceased to worship the might and majesty of 
kings, but it has not learnt to worship the might 
and majesty of itself. Where the Man should be 
stands the Official, the organised army, the organ- 
ised State, organised Justice, organised schools, 
organised industry, organised wealth, organised 
poverty, organised religion, organised hospitals, 
organised lunacy. The Man who organises lies 
crushed beneath the weight of his own shadow. 
He cannot rise above the dead level of his money 
interests, his commercial politics, his commercial 
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art, his commercial religion. The County Coun- 
cillor is a wastrel. Every man sees his own 
petty greed in the actions of his fellows. The 
property classes defend their poverty behind their 
ramparts of privilege. The nations watch one 
another behind their huge armaments, seeing in 
their neighbours' hearts the shadow of their own 
lusts. They fear to use their weapons and fear to 
put them on the scrap-heap. Some cry out for a 
Napoleon, a Kaiser, a Cromwell, to rule over them, 
because they cannot rule over themselves. 

The Real Christ comes into this twilight world of 
doubt and materialism to bring, not peace but a 
sword, to intensify the struggle of Ideas, to rattle 
the chains of the Self ever louder and louder, as it 
strives for deliverance. It is useless to cry Peace ! 
peace ! when there is no peace, when tlie lusts of 
war, when the lusts of wealth, when the lusts 
of sex are torturing and degrading the soul of 
humanity, when the great shadow-forms of justice 
and injustice obscure the reality. 

"The heavens are mine, the earth is mine, and 
the nations are mine ; mine are the angels and the 
Mother of God, all things are mine," So spake the 
cosmic sense in a Spanish monk of the sixteenth 
century. And I who labour here beside these 
waters, under the tower of the State, under the 
flag of England, absorb into myself the Idea of 
other lands, of other races ; the Idea of the land 
of Whitman, of the land of Goethe and Schopen- 
hauer, of the land of Renan, of the land of Tolstoy, 
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of the land of Mazzini, of all the peoples who have 
cherished the arts of peace behind the arts of war, 
who within the unity of national patriotism have 
prepared for the advent of a greater unity. Under 
the white skin, under the dark skin, under the yellow 
skin, under the black skin, I see the One Idea 
evolving, in the race of Laotze, in the race of 
Buddha, in the race of Jesus, and I hail them all 
in the name of the true Democracy, in the name 
of the Real Christ. 

Without sword or rifle or gun I plant my flag 
on their strongest fortifications, on their heaviest 
battleships ; without wealth I become possessed of 
their greatest cities ; without any material agency I 
extend my Empire into the heart of Democracy. 

If in pursuit of the shadow-forms of power and 
of wealth that spring from the lusts of separateness, 
the nations must join in their Armageddon, if the 
armies must march, if the fleets must sail, if the 
guns must speak — no longer only for target prac- 
tice — still above the din of death and destruc- 
tion will the word of Identity be heard, still will 
the red cells mingle together on the ground and 
cry out their unquenchable love of each other, 
and still will the nations rise out of their agony 
and bloody sweat to the Resurrection and the 
Life of the Whole. 



CHAPTER IX 

THE WAY OF LIFE 

" I am the Way, the Truth and the Life." 

— ^JESDS THE Carpenter. 

"To know the universe itself as a road, as many roads, as roads for 
travelling Souls." — Walt Whitman. 

Not by action, but by inaction, not by desire, but 
by the stilling of desire are all things achieved, are 
all things fulfilled. Even in the midst of action 
you shall bear the mastery of inaction, in the still- 
ness of your own heart you shall hear the beating 
of all hearts, you shall hear the spoken Word, the 
Word of the Will that vi^akes in the heart of 
Democracy. 

The least thing shall serve. These common days 
of toil in the wharf ; the dust which envelops me 
as I fill the sacks of corn and weigh them ; the 
months, the years of labour in heat and cold and 
sweat, in the bondage of commercialism ; the same 
walk by the cricket-ground, by the great reservoir 
of gas, the passage over the bridge and along the 
embankment, the same work, the same faces, but 
ever the new Idea emerging, the light of reality 

shining through the filmy gauze of matter. In the 

176 



THE WAY OF LIFE 177 

river it gleams as it ebbs and flows beneath the 
bridges, by the temple of Art, by the Parliament 
Houses, by wharf and factory, by slum and 
palace ; in the grass that grows on the waste land, 
in the blue of the sky overhead, as it shone in the 
Sermon on the Mount, in the rapt faces of the 
multitude. 

All the paths of desire must serve. The ideas 
which have given the mastery of man over matter 
are no less significant than those which will give 
the mastery of man over himself. The motor-cabs 
and 'buses, the electric tramcars, the telephone 
wires vibrating overhead; the steel crane at work 
on the new building, the railway running flush with 
the house-top, the tubes that burrow underneath ; 
the outward-bound collier, sounding her loud- 
voiced syren as she forces her way against the tide, 
all must serve. For the real and the ideal are 
made of the self-same stuff, and this heavy burden 
of materialism is the ballast by which alone we can 
sail the ship of idealism. 

O city, whirling in space and time ; O city of my 
idea, henceforth your commonest forms shall speak 
only the word of deliverance, shall speak as the 
voice of one crying in the wilderness of commer- 
cialism, "Prepare ye the way of the Lord, make 
straight the pathway of the Real Christ into the 
heart of Democracy." The hard-paved roadways, 
the smooth pavements, the huge blocks of ware- 
houses, the endless rows of dwellings, the crowds 
of men and women, of youths and maidens hurry- 

M 
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ing to their daily task, must prepare the way of His 
coming. 

To the sandwich-men bearing their burdens in 
the roadway, to the prisoners caged in the prison- 
van on their way to the sessions, to the servants in 
the basements of the large houses, to the captain 
of industry stepping into his carriage on his daily 
round of business, to the navvies swinging their 
hammers in the roadway, the Divine Messenger 
shall come. Through the thick walls of the 
churchman's palace, through the great hotels and 
mansions, through docks and wharves and fac- 
tories, through market and exchange, wherever 
the separate Self now seeks expression, there shall 
the word of the Real Self, of the great Redeemer 
echo. 

Who has ever fathomed the depths of the Will 
to Live expressed in these forms and faces, in the 
works of these countless hands, in the babe emerg- 
ing from the womb, in the beggar begging in the 
street, in the lusty and the strong, in the sickly and 
the dying ? Only he has begun to fathom the 
depths of the Will to Live who has begun to 
fathom the depths of the Will to Love. 

I have heard the arguers arguing about free-will 
and determinism, but they did not convince me. 
For I saw the soul of man enthralled by the bonds 
of its own Idea, blindly groping for the light and 
the way of deliverance, crushed, degraded, re- 
jected on every side except on one, till the Word 
is spoken within it, till the way is found, and it 
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goes forth rejoicing into the boundless freedom 
of the Will to Love. 

I have heard the believers and the unbelievers 
arguing about God, about nature red in tooth and 
claw, about the Heavenly Father who is Love. 
But they did not know that they were arguing 
about themselves, that the belief of the believer 
was a parody on himself, that the doubt of the 
agnostic was a doubt about himself ; that the 
Heavenly Father Who is Love is the Supreme 
Self of all Being, the very Self of this savage, 
relentless nature, of the man who is evolving out 
of it, of the man who loves and pities man, of the 
Divine Man who will save and deliver man. 

He is the veil of matter, and He is the light that 
shines through the veil of matter. He is the crowd 
that hurry over the bridge, and the river that flows 
beneath it. Be still, O soul, and let not the shadow 
hide from thee the glowing splendour of Reality. 

He is the heat and the cold, the darkness and the 
light, the man and the woman. 

Dwelling beyond good and evil. He sustains the 
struggle of good and of evil. He is the fire, the 
flood, the earthquake, the famine that destroy. He 
is the Art, the Science, the Labour that create. He 
is the victor and the vanquished. He is the slayer 
and the slain. He is the cheat and the cheated. 
He is the powerful, the privileged, the exalted, the 
beautiful. He is the prostitute, the tippler, the 
depraved, and the outcast. 

While we bear the burden of our own desires 
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and illusions, He who is the many is the One also 
who bears the agony of the evolving universe, that 
we may enter into the joy of the whole. And this 
is the bond of the covenant between the finite and 
the infinite, that man can know himself, can pity him- 
self, can turn to the Divine Love which is the Source 
of himself and realise the Godhead of himself. 

Each one must follow his own Idea on the way 
of life, must work it out in the ever-changing forms 
of matter, in the ever-changing forms of thought 
and experience. The child must work out its 
own Idea with its toys and its playthings. The 
man and the woman must follow their own Idea, 
though it be but a bubble of illusion, more childish 
than the toys of the children. The statesman, the 
architect, the engineer, the dramatist, the scientist, 
the composer, must work out his own Idea, and 
what he creates in himself he creates in the whole. 

The labourer must work out his own Idea with 
his tools and his muscles. The churchman must 
work out the Idea of the shadow Christ as long 
as it aids him on the way of life. The rich man 
must work out the Idea of his riches and the poor 
man the Idea of his poverty. The Socialist must 
work out his economic theory, and the Individu- 
alist must develop his economic theory. 

The Rationalist who thinks that Jesus the car- 
penter was a myth, the Salvationist, the Methodist, 
must cleave to his own Idea as long as it helps 
him on the way of life. 

The mean, the cruel, the unjust, the unlovable 
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personality must have scope for expression, as 
well as the large, the just, the lovable personality. 

For all are treading their separate ways towards 
the One Idea, the One Reality of the Self. 

Grim and relentless is the struggle of Ideas on 
this blood-stained earth. Yet will I justify that 
struggle wherein no mercy can be shown to our 
separate desires and illusions. It is right for 
every individual to strive for the realisation of 
himself, of herself. If you are not with me you 
must be against me ; you must combat my Idea 
with all the powers at your command. Husband 
must combat wife, and friend must combat friend, 
for the sake of their own Idea ; for only thus can 
the truth of this solid earth, of sun, moon, and 
stars, of your being and of my being, at last 
prevail. 

Who has ever justified the ways of God to 
man ? Till you have justified the universe, and 
all that exists in the universe, you have not justi- 
fied yourself and all that exists in yourself. 

I believe in you, O my Soul, in your evil as 
well as your good, in all the way of life and 
experience you have come, in the way you have 
yet to go ; in these days and years of lowly 
toil, in the struggles that have kept me apart 
from others, that have brought me nearer to 
Thee whose substance is the substance of those 
others. 

I believe in you, O city, in all the life, in all 
the conditions of life, the highest and the lowest, 
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the best and the worst conditions : " For I reckon 
that the sufferings of this present time are not 
to be compared with the glory that shall be re- 
vealed in us ; " that this travail and torment of 
flesh and of spirit in the womb of self-conscious 
existence is to the end that we may be born into 
the fullness of our Cosmic Manhood. 

Though wide is the gate and broad is the way 
that leads to destruction, to physical and spiritual 
disease and degeneracy, in the cities of modern 
commerce ; though strait is the gate and narrow 
is the way that leads to life and salvation, to health 
and to wholeness, yet must the way of life within 
us become broad enough for all the sons of men 
to enter in. By this judgment are we condemned, 
by this judgment are we justified before we can 
enter in ; that what we have done to the least of 
these little ones in the bondage of commercialism 
we have done to Ourselves. 

It is useless to kick against the pricks when the 
Word is spoken within you. Resist as you may 
the ideas of others, you cannot resist yourself, 
the growth of your own Idea, the light breaking 
from within. The knowledge of one thing, of 
one Self in its cosmic relations, will reveal the 
knowledge of all things, of all Selves ; and these 
divided roads on which we journey will be seen 
as one road leading towards the One Goal. 

I am the way, the truth, and the life, and you 
are the way, the truth, and the life. If I have 
journeyed nearer to the truth within me, I have 
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journeyed nearer to the truth within you, and 
you must follow after me on the way of life, and 
where you have gone before me, I must follow in 
your steps. 

The way of life is simple and direct from you 
to me and from me to you. It is the way towards 
Identity, towards Democracy, towards the Real 
Self. Though on that way lies the whole struggle 
of Ideas, the miseries, the complexities which 
divide us from one another ; the states, the laws, 
the conventions, the beliefs which are necessary 
to maintain our mutual relationship ; though ages 
of strife and of suffering may yet lie between us, 
though here and now we kindle the living flame, 
the Word of the Will cannot be countermanded, 
the goal is fixed for each and for all, there is no 
escape, there is no return on the way of life, for 
the Power which holds you, the Power which 
guides you, is Yourself. 

After the pioneers of heart and of brain the 
way seems easy ; after Jesus, after Whitman, after 
Darwin, the many can tread in their steps. But 
still beyond are the pioneers, hacking and hewing 
in the jungle of thought and experience, for every 
Soul is the pioneer of itself. Did you think it 
was not worth while, this living and dying ? Did 
you think to fall out of the ranks because you 
were lagging behind in the mire of doubt and 
of weakness ? Yet out of that same struggle and 
weakness the pioneers went forth to tread in the 
foremost ranks. 
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We are not the gods we would be, that we 
shall be, with our weak bodies and feeble brains, 
with our factories, prisons, and asylums. But 
do you think the Power that out of your excre- 
ment can raise up the fruits and the flowers of 
the earth, the Power that you are, will be baffled 
by the vilest expressions of the human Idea ; that 
where our weak, divided, fallen selves are baffled, 
the strong, united, risen Self will be baffled ? 

The craneman falls from his platform into the 
mud beneath, striking the barge in his fall. All 
muddy and bloody he lies in the police-boat as 
they row him over the water to the hospital, 
where the sick and the wounded are brought 
in from the battlefield of industry. 

They come in never-ending streams to science, 
the great modern healer. The weak, the pain- 
racked bodies are borxie into the operating theatre 
and placed under ether. The shattered limb, the 
festering sore, the cancer on the tongue, in the 
stomach, the wasted consumptive, the victim of 
alcohol. They come to science, but she can only 
touch them outwardly, while within rise up the 
legions of disease and suffering from the self- 
same source of desire. The surgeon cannot probe 
it with his knife, the dispenser cannot reach it 
with his drugs ; it lies deep down in you and in 
me, in the healthy and the strong, who pursue 
the bubble of wealth and of power, even more 
than in the frail and the diseased. 

But He who can heal with a touch, who can 
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free with a word, is ever at hand. He causes 
the part to suffer for the sin and degradation of 
the whole, that it may enter into the joy and the 
mastery of the whole. Sorrow, disease, and death 
are the messengers of His word, for ever coun- 
selling, for ever guiding the wayward soul on 
the way of life. The disease which scatters its 
deadly bacilli abroad is as much the expression 
of the law of love and identity as vigour and health. 
The sin of your body, your secret vice, it is 
not yours only, it is the sin and the vice of the 
whole. The inner causes and the outer causes 
have come down to you through the life and 
struggle of the whole race, and only in that 
Whole will you find redemption. Your limita- 
tions of heart and of brain, your ceaseless struggle 
with inner conditions and with outer conditions, 
are the means by which you are working out 
your own Salvation and the Salvation of the 
race. That which is now your weakness will 
become your strength ; that which is now your 
ignorance will become your knowledge ; that which 
is now your lust will become your love. A little 
deeper we must drain the cup of bitterness, a 
little further we must tread the Calvary of our 
own desires, a little nearer we must journey to each 
other on the way of life and all will be changed 
within and around us. The great Healer will rise 
up within us and draw the poison out of our 
souls by the magnetic power of the faith that 
makes us whole. 
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Who would think to see you, maids and mothers, 
slaves of wealth or slaves of poverty, what you 
contain ? To see you driving in style to the 
theatre, trudging to factory and oflEce, gay, self- 
conscious, pale and bloodless, bearing the seed 
of countless births and deaths, and to know 
you shall yet be the Mother of God, of the 
Cosmic Man. 

Sex contains the whole, the loves of flowers 
and insects, the loves of birds and beasts, the 
loves of men and women, the love of the coarse, 
uncultured couple, of the refined and intellectual 
couple, of coal -miners and society people — the 
seed that is sown in the womb of the work-girl, 
of the queen, of the millionaire's mistress ; by 
those who are happily married, by those who are 
unhappily married ; in the girl who was drugged 
and seduced, in the girl who gave herself freely 
to the love of her lover ; the germ cell uniting 
with the sperm cell, the embryo growing in the 
darkness, repeating line for line the evolution of 
the animal kingdom, the evolution of the human 
Idea. 

Sex contains the whole ; what joys and what 
torments it contains — states and laws, customs 
and religions, science and art, must gain expres- 
sion through its simple cells. They are pregnant 
with the form of the great Idea, with the love of 
all the lovers that ever have been, that ever will 
be, with the love that will encompass and redeem 
the earth. Through the gates of birth, through 
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the gates of death for ever pressing, now a 
Napoleon, now a broken beggar in the street, 
sustaining the struggle of good and of evil, till 
out of the Holy Mother shall come forth the 
child, the Superman who is lord over the Self, 
who knows his identity with every other self. 

Why do you labour so long, O soul, in your 
anguish, struggling to bring forth in this womb 
of matter the power of the Will to Love ? Yet 
every pang is bringing you nearer to the hour 
of deliverance, when all the pain of your labours 
will be forgotten in the joy that the Son of Man 
is born into the world. 

Lo, what was spoken of old is still the same ; 
what the Lord of Heaven and of earth has hidden 
from the wise and the prudent in the halls of 
learning. He unfolds in the heart of the common 
man, in the child of Democracy. Who would 
think to see me here in the wharf, working in 
my old work clothes, what I contain ; who would 
think to see you, a common wage-slave, a clerk, 
a navvy, what you contain, that in our hearts, 
revealed or unrevealed, we hold the mastery of 
heaven and earth ? 

"That whereby the rivers and seas are able 
to receive the homage and the tribute of all the 
valley streams is their skill in being lower than 
they." Down into thee, O Democracy, flow all 
the rivulets of time, flow all the forces of destiny. 
Not a drop of the water of life and experience 
is lost, but it flows down into that great sea of 
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Equality wherein is ample scope for the expres- 
sion of all Ideas, of all the grades and diversities 
of those who journey on the way of life. All 
theories of science and philosophy, all states and 
arts and religions, they flow down into the Com- 
mon Man who dwells in the heart of Democracy. 

For other days has it sufficed to carry on the 
struggle of good and of evil ; for him it is to 
gather in the fruits of the struggle, to master 
the forces of good and of evil. 

For other days the phantoms of external autho- 
rity, of states, of kings, of priests, of creeds, of 
dogmas ; for him the law of the Self, the know- 
ledge and the truth direct. 

"' For other days the worship of the great shadow 
Christ, the Saviour, the Mediator between God 
and man. But he, becoming one with his fellows 
in his social, economic, and spiritual relations, will 
share the comradeship of Jesus the carpenter, will 
become One with the Father, with the Will of 
the Whole within him. 

" In the beginning was the Word," the Eternal 
Will, the Eternal Idea. " And the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God. And the Word 
was made flesh, and dwelt among us." 

And for this did the Will Eternal take on the 
vestment of matter and evolve, through the mani- 
fold forms of life, through the ceaseless struggle 
of Ideas. 

For this do we tread the pathway of illusion 
and separateness. 
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For this have all states and religions been 
founded, have all the battles of the nations been 
fought. 

For this do we labour here beside these waters, 
which flow through the heart of the city, in rhythm 
with the ocean tides. 

For this does the river of life flow down towards 
the ocean of Self-realisation ; that the Word may 
become flesh, that the Eternal Will, the Eternal 
Idea, may be realised, not only in Jesus the 
carpenter, but in all the sons and daughters of 
Democracy. 

Speak, then, O Mighty One, the Word of joy 
and deliverance in the heart of the Common Man, 
in the midst of the Common Life. 

Shine out. Sun of Identity, as the sun shines 
in the spring-time on the numbed and frozen 
earth, and quicken within us the seed of the 
great Idea. 

In Thee is the end of the way of suffering and 
illusion. 

In Thee are the Art and the Mastery of life. 

In Thee is the Life Eternal of the Race, the 
kingdom of the higher man, the power and the 
glory for ever. 



THE END 
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